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THE TALISMAN. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

A hilly pathway in Arcadia. Time — late evening. 

Frkkdman, on horseback. 



Freedman. 
The hour grows late ; I must adyance with speed, 
In wondering fear lest Ella wait for me, 
Deeming it may be, dire mischance hath sped, 
I hear a steed — ^a traveller comes this way. 
Ha ! here he is — {Eater Ernest — 

Ernest 
Grood evening to you, sir. 

Freedman. 
Good evening to you, sir, and pleasant travelling. 

Eme%t. 
I speed along, lest nightfall should o'ertake me. 
To find a lodging, pray, can you direct me? 
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Fireedman. 
Ere you do meet with one to suit your mind. 
You may ride on, my friend, for many a league. 

Ernest. 
That will not suit either myself or steed. 

DreediTian. 
Then Ihink, good friend, I was in sorry mood, 
Or that my mind, intent on other thought, 
Hath been forgetful of the stranger's rights. 
When I informed you, you would find no lodging — 
My home, my castle, is not far from hence. 
Come with me, sir, and you shall have refreshment. 

Ernest. 
You are charitable, sir, TU come with you. 

IVeedman. 
This district, tell me, is it strange to you ? 

Ernest. 
Strange is it now, yet once it was not strange. 

Fireedman. 
You are then, bom a native of this country ? 

Ernest. 
My youth's first home, sir, is not far from this, 
'Tis situate beyond yon distant hill. 

Fireedman. 
And yet, you asked of late a stranger's question ? 

Ernest. 
A few words would explain to you my fate — 
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Fireedman. 

Nay, nay, explain not, save at your own pleasure. 

Ernest. 

'Tis seldom that a foreign tale doth please, 
Yet since you take so kind an interest in me, 
ril tell it you ; and to begin my tale : 
I am a kinsman of the noble lord. 
Who habited of late yon distant mansion, 
I, of his only sister am a son : 
My mother died, in leaving me an orphan. 
And to my uncle's castle I was taken. 
The chieftain had one child, whose jealousy 
Of his dear love for me, the cause hath been 
Of my expulsion from my uncle's hearth ; 
Me, with unnat'ral hate, he persecuted. 
And I, unwilling that the brand of discord 
Should be lit up for me, seized the kind proffer 
Of a travelling friend to visit lands remote ; 
Ten years have since that period elapsed. 

Freedman. 

And have you yet revisited your home ? 

Ernest. 

I thought as prilgrim to have entered there, 
And in strange garb, to see and not be seen. 
Yet ere I passed the threshold of the castle, 
I, with my cousin HeinhoflF had encounter. 
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D^eedman. 
Heinhoff? 

Hmest. 
The same ; what, know you him ? 

Dreedman. 

I do, 
I must apologize,— continue, pray. 

Ernest 
I met my cousin, and our mutual glance 
Had for one moment's space a keen encounter ; 
But upon each, the transforming hand of time 
So well its part had played, that casual glance 
Between us no reciprocation brought : 
He knew me not, yet, with contemptuous stare, 
^' Stranger," he said, " desirest thou to enter?" 
'' No," I replied, and straightway quitted him ; 
For in my secret soul I well divined 
That haughty air of arrogant assumption. 
My cousin Heinhoff could possess alone. 

li'eedman. 
Have you no wish again to see your uncle ? 

Umest. 
Alas ! sir, my dear uncle is no more. 
My foot has pressed the sod 'neath which he sleeps. 
And I have felt what grief of griefs it is. 
To lose the heart's first friend, and be a stranger 
Within one's native country and home. 
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Freedman, 
My son, be comforted ; as years advance, 
The love you bore your uncle will spring to life. 
Taking a thousand forms of grace and beauty. 
And though beneath the clay cold earth we lay 
All that remaineth of mortality. 
Reflect, my son, the spirit disenshrined. 
Lives on unshackled, and grows brighter far, 
Than when its growth was hedged by sordid cares. 

Ernest. 
It must be so — and thus I will take comfort. 

[A pause ^ riders pass over the scene. 
Fireedman. 
I marvel much where haste the multitude. 

Rider. 
Have you not heard of him the people's voice 
Hath named, with one accord, the Hermit Francis ? 

Freedman. 
What, is't he ? 
Oh yes, I've heard of him, but knew I not 
That he was preaching in this vicinage. 
My fellow traveller, know you aught of him ? 

Ernest. 
I have heard somewhat of his frantic bearing, 
His wild demeanour and enthusiasm. 
By means of which the multitude he stirs, 
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And often liave I longed myself to hear 
A man who is possessed of such great power. 

Rider. 
E'en now, then, have your wish, not far from this, 
A large assembly rush to hear his word. 

Freedman. 
What think you of him, friend ? 

Rider. 

Why many say. 
That he a heaven-sent prophet needs must be, 
In truth, sir, his discourse is most heartstirring. 
He has a mighty mission to accomplish. 
Good evening to you, sir, I haste to hear him. 

Freedman. 
Good evening, gentlemen. And you, my friend ? 

[to Ernest. 
Did you not say you likewise wished to hear him ? 

Ernest. 
In truth I did, for he is most renowned. 

Freedman. 
Homeward I hasten, for my daughter Ella 
Expecteth me, but you, I pray you, go. 
You may do so, and yet roach home ere night : 
Where Freedman's castle is each. man doth know. 

Ernest. 
I am excocdinji: })()und to you, sir Freedman. 

[Exit. 
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Freedman. 
This simple unbefriended knight, doth please me, 
For he is earnest, yet most courtly too. 



SCENE n. 
Ella — afterwards Heinhoff^ 



Ella. 
Why doth my father thus delay to come ? 
I will unto the topmost turret venture, 
Wherefrom mine eye, although the hour be late, 
May take observance of the district round : 
I trust no evil chance hath him befallen. 

Heinhof. 
Oh no, my lovely Ella, fear thee not, 

Ella. [aside. 

What? Heinhoff here, the man whom most I 

dread ? 
Would he might leave me, what shall I say to him ? 

[aloud. 
Perchance your business may concern my father, 
Who even now is far away from home. 

Heinhoff. 
And even now I heard you make conjecture 
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That he would soon return unto his home ; 
With your permission I will tarry here, 
And wait his coming. Ha ! how pale you look ! 
A prisoner you have been the live-long day ! 

Ella. 
Who are detained by force, are prisoners, 
I, by my own free will do ev^r act 

Heinhoff. 
Then to imprisonment your will consenteth, 
Be candid, say necessity hath laws, 
And that alone you dare not roam the hills. 

Ella. 
What means your speech ? 

Heinhoff. 

I do beseech you lady, 
Take no oflFence ; for gladly would I change 
Your solitary life within this castle, 
For one it more befitteth you to lead. 

Ella. 
The life I lead, sir, is a happy one. 

Heinhoff. 
Here dwelleth none but priest, with bell and book, 
Or matron stern with frown severe and cold, 
I would provide you with a noble steed, 
A graceftd falcon, and a gallant troop. 
To bound in company across the hills ; 
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Or, if that pleased you not, myself alone, 
Would be your single, and your sole esquire. 

Ella. 
I tell you that I do not seek for change. 
And such a fate I never could accept. 

Heinhoff. 
My lips as yet have spoken gentle words. 
But know, the lion roused, himself avengeth. 

Ella. 
I do entreat you, sir, to calm yourself, 
I can but pray you to forget your wrath ; 
Good evening to you, sir, and kinder thoughts. 

{Exit 
Heinhoff. 
What ! does she leave me thus ? Insulting girl ! 
But Ella know, that for this proud demeanour, 
Thine enemy I'll prove, and vengence take, 
Aye vengence will I have, so help me Heaven ! 

[Exit. 
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SCENE m. 
Father Clement. 



Father Clement. 
The vesper bell hath tolled, and Ella comes not, 
Yet hark ! an approaching footstep comes this way, 
Ah ! it is she herself. 

[Enter Ella, 
My daughter Ella ! 

Ella. 
Grood evening, to you, Father ; pray forgive 
My tardiness in seeking you to night. 

Father Clement. 
Daughter, your tardiness I will forgive. 
But not that haughty air, where vaunting pride, 
With melancholic humour, strives to gain 
A mastery unworthy o'er your mind. 

Ella. \taking his hand. 

Perhaps, my Father, if the cause you knew 
Why I look sad, you would yourself forgive me. 

Father Clement. 
Daughter, inform me what doth mar your peace ; 



THE TALISMAN. 11 

To speak our grief is oftimes half its cure. 

Ella. 
It might be you would laugh at the occasion : . 
Truly my father's absence much disturbs me, 

And besides 

Father Clement. 
Speak, speak, my child, say, wherefore are you 

[sad? 
Ella. 
Oh Father Clement, Heinhoff threatened me. 
When I replied ungently to demands, 

Which were most hateful to me 

Father Clement. 
Peace, peace, my daughter Ella, in thy soul 
There should no root of bitterness arise. 
Sin not as he doth, using angry words. 
Have patience, be more meek and temperate. 

Ella. 
Oh Father, your displeasure grieves me much. 

Father Clement. 
Ai^k Heaven's forgiveness in thy secret soul. 
And may His peace rest on your soul this night. 
Whose favouring mercy can turn dark to light. 

Ella. 
Oh Father Clement, once I had that peace : 
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Seraphic dreams came thronging o'er my soul, 
Appearing like blest harbingers of heaven, 
My morning, evening orisons I paid. 
In hopeful gratitude, and* trusting love. 
For each succeeding day, still ushered in 
A spring of untold joy ; dreams had I then 
Of love and constancy for aye unchanged. 
Unchanging in the midst of adverse hour. 
But, at the cold, cold touch of this hard man, 
They do expire : would we could banish him ! 

Father Clement. 
Trust me, my child, were power and will alike, 
He should be banished from thy father's castle. 
But, daughter Ella, happiness supreme 
Is not the lot of poor mortality. 
You spoke to me of heavenly dreams, my child, 
That vanished at the withering touch of earth, 
Those dreams were beautifal, but let them pass, 
Perchance they may be heavenly prophecies, 
That of themselves alone will bear no fruit ; 
Let them be followed by submissive mind. 
By prompt obedience to His holy will, 
Whose aim in chastizement alone is this, 
Through duty's path to lead the wanderer home ; 
Daughter, in truth the stony path may cause 
The heart to sorrow and the feet to bleed. 
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Yet 'tis the path by all men must be trod, 
Who through the mists of earth will seek their God, 

[ExiL 
Ma. 
He leaves me, — his voice makes pleasant music 
To mine ear, that I would list for ever, 
Oh why hath God made one man from his fellow 
So widely different, as Father Clement 
From yon haughty Count ? the Bible says, 
That there are many mansions in God's house : 
Oh ! in the life to come, as far as east 
Is sundered from the west, so far apart removed. 
Will be the homes whereto they shall ascend. 
Hark ! some one cometh, 'twas my father's voice. 
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SCENE IV. 

Freedman. Ella. 



Ella. 
Welcome, my father, to your home again. 
For you too long a wanderer have been. 

Freedman. 
The heartier welcome therefore give I thee. 

Ella. 
Tell me, my father, the adventures o'er. 
That in your pilgrimage, you have encountered. 

Preedman. 
Nay, first inform me, if your solitude 
Hath been disturbed by wicked sprite or fairy. 

Ella. 
Why truly, father, once at night, I thought, 
When the round moon was shining in the sky, 
I could discern upon the grassy lawn, 
Some white wing'd fairies dancing in their ring, 
I have intruded not upon their pleasure, 
Nor they, my father, ever upon mine. 
The only visitant that I have had. 
Is very far removed from fairy land. 
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M^eedman. 
Whom speak you of? 

I speak of Heinhoff^ father. 

Freedman. 
'Tis a strange man whom I do understand not. 

Ma. 
Come, come, tell me your history. 

Freedman. 
I, at this moment, nothing have to say. 
But that to night a stranger will appear 
To share our board. 

Flla. 
A stranger, father ? 
Strange both to you and me ? 

IVeedfnan. 
He was a stranger till the last half hour. 

Ella. 
How has he won your favour may I ask ? 

Freedman. 
First, by his noble, his ingenuous bearing, 
Next by the tale recounted of his birth. 
And lastly, Ella, and far more than all, 
By an intuitive sympathy I felt, 
When he hath told me his relation o'er. 
And the deep fountains of his heart were stirred 
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In telling it. 

mia. 

Oh, tell it me, I pray. 

Dreedman. 
I know not, child, if it wiD interest yon. 

mia. 

Who is he, father ? 
Some feudatory lord of high renown ? 
Or foreign prince whom rebels haye dethroned ? 

IVeedman. 
No, EUla, no, his rank is not so high. 

EOa. 
Perchance he is the Pope's ambassador, 
And some new doctrine wisheth to promulgate 
Perchance the people's mind he stirreth up ? 
Honsing their zeal to seek the Holy Land ? 

IVfedmam. 
He is a poor and disinherited knight. 
Whose only claim to &Tour is the truth, 
And manly bearing which I find in him. 

Oh tell me* father^ somewhat of his storv. 

I must be brief, for s^xm he will be here. 
Not fsur firom this, his vxnxthful home is found ; 
His mother, in his earlv childhiHHl died. 
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And by his uncle hath he been protected, 
But much tormented by the rightful heir, 
Whose jealousy was ever apt to rise 
On slight suspect unto vindictive hatred, 
He left the paternal roof for foreign land. 
For ten long years he has a traveller been, 
And home returning, finds his sole friend gone, 
And none, save the imperious heir 
Remaining, lord paramount within his 
Father's castle. 

Ella. 

Indeed it is a tale to interest me : 
How sad for him a wanderer so long. 
To return at last unto a desolate hearth, 
'Twould ill become us not to welcome him. 

Freedman. 

Did I not hear a simimons at the gate ? 
Hark, Ella, there he is, e'en now I hear him. 

[^Exeunt 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. 

Ernest ; Ella. 
Ella. 
My father tells me you have travelled much. 

Ernest. 
Truth doth your father speak, my gentle lady, 
For ten long years I've wandered o'er the earth, 
And men of almost every race I've seen. 

Ella. 
From traveller's lips I often have desired, 
Of other lands to hear a brief narration, 
No other information I possess. 
Than what may be obtained within these walls. 
Tell me, good sir, what countries you have seen. 
And how their habitants from us may diflter ? 

Ernest 
To tell where I have been, and what have seen. 
For me were long to tell — ^for you to hear, 
Yet briefly, gentle lady, I'll essay, 
To note what most remarkable occurred. 

Ella. 
Have you not seen the gay and glittering East, 
Where so resplendently the sun doth shine. 
That earthly objects wear transcendent glory. 
And emulate the bright etherial heavens ? 
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Ernest. 
There have I been, but oh ! imagine not, 
Because in colder climes, day's brilliant orb 
Is niggard of his beams — ^the dwellers there. 
Than they, in southern homes, have less enjoyment ; 
Though flowers in Eastern land are richer far. 
Within the soil rank weeds spring up apace ; 
In brilliant plumage, though the feathered tribe 
Roam through the air, their song is never heard ; 
Though o'er your head tower plants of giant height, 
You must beware — ^the serpent crawls beneath them ; 
And where the rich savannah you may tread, 
Tremble — for beasts of prey growl round you there ; 
Within the mines are gems of richest hue, 
Yet eyes of snake and serpent them outshine. 

mia. 

How terrible ! Heaven give to me the clime, 
Less dowered with beauty, but with fewer faults — 
To walk abroad, and ever fear such foes. 
Were like the company of treacherous friends. 
Whose smile is sweet, but whose embrace were death. 
Pray tell me, have you sailed upon the sea ? 
I know not what to think the sea is like ; 
Some say 'tis glorious, awful, grand, sublime ; 
The treacherous sea, say some, oh trust it not ; 
Others affirm its azure waves reflect 
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In pure transparency the Heavens above ; 
While I have heard it oftentimes repeated, 
A most terrific monster is the sea, 
Within whose secrQt depths, lie thousands buried. 

Ernest. 
And each description is correct : the sea 
Is now a world of water, calm, or raging. 
As balmy winds or tempests are prevailing. 

Ella. 
Where else, sir, have you in your travels been ? 

Ernest. 
The shores of Italy my foot hath trod, 
Where may be found the relics of past days : 
Rome would exist, although her name were lost. 
Her standing monuments that cannot die, 
Would whisper still of her imperial sway. 

Ella. 
What have you seen beside ? Oh tell me more ! 

Ernest. 
Have you not heard of those dim cloistral walls, 
Within- whose shade perpetual, holy men 
Live and commune with God ? where maidens, too, 
Devote themselves from tenderest years to heaven ? 

Ella. 
I've heard of such, and well should like to know 
How pass away the hours of their retirement. 
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EmesL 
Good works their hands employ, their qniits^ 

[prayer. 
Fasts have they often, vigils, penances, 
And every thought that centres upon earthy 
For them is sin, deserving chastizement. 

Ella. 
Oh tell me why then is earth beautiful ! 
Methinks God made it so, that man might love Him, 
And in the midst of nature worship Him. 

Ernest. 
As change the times and seasons of the year, 
So changeth still the current of men's thought ; 
One age bows down before great Nature's shrine, 
The next in consecrated temple prays. 

Ella. 
Hath your foot ever trod the Afric shore ? 
Rival of Rome — e'en in Rome's palmy days. 

Ernest. 
There have I been, — ^the gushing waters quaffed 
Of that proud river, the most lordly Nile. 
Where the right noble Scipio fought, I've stood. 
And shared his pride while conquering foes of Rome: 
The Lybian desert have I wandered through, 
Where many a day and many a dreary night. 
Save trackess plains of sand, nought met my view. 



22 THE TAUSMAN. 

And where a fount of water had been worth, 
To me far more than mines of golden ore. 

Ella. 
A sad experience ! were you all alone ? 

Ernest. 
Yes, lady, all alone I traversed them. 
Save and except with one poor camel-driver. 

Ella. 
Have you brought home no relics of your travel ? 

Ernest. 
A natural question : once I had gleaned many. 
And gathered treasures, in possessing which, 
I, in mine own esteem, was passing rich. 

Ella. 
Say from Golconda's deep mines were they 

brought ? 
Ernest. 
Far different were the treasures sought by me, 
From off the spot where the three hundred fell. 
On Grecian soil a relic had I, lady. 
Green moss from ground once red with their dear 

blood ; 
For ever honoured is the spot to me. 
Where patriots died to make their country free, 
And some memorial too I have possessed. 
Of them who fearlessly their faith profest, 
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And bravely died for conscience, and for God, 
Aye each lone cave is sacred where they trod. 

Ella. 
And all are gone ? tell me what evil chance 
Bereft you of your hard-earned treasures, sir ? 

Emeat. 
Alas ! in direful tempest I was wrecked. 
And, saving one alone, they all were lost. 

Ella. 
Pray what was that, Sir Ernest, may I ask ? 

Ernest. 
This splendid Talisman ! behold, young lady ! 

Ella. 
How beautiful it is ! Whence came it, sir ? 
Oh tell me in what foreign land you found it ? 
Or who hath given you such precious gem ? 

Ernest. 
An Eastern Sultan, lady, gave it me. 

Ella. 
An Eastern Sultan ? Is it possible ? 

Ernest. 
It once hath chanced, that I, a wandering knight, 
Admittance gained to see the Sultan's court. 
His palace, and his beautiful domain. 
The ceremonies past, we were departing, 
When I espied beneath a branching tree, 
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A cradle that was lined with rich brocade, 

Wherein a lovely child lay fast asleep, 

Well screened and sheltered from the glowing sun ; 

I marked the child, but my surprise imagine, 

A deadly serpent had begun to coil 

Around its tender limbs ; with swiftest speed 

The creature I unbound, and threw it far. 

Far as my strength could send it, in the woods. 

Ella. 
Oh ! what a moment ! 

Ernest. 

A fearful one indeed ! 
That serpent's sting were death. 
The Sultan hath himself heard this adventure. 
And sending for me, gave to me this jewel. 
Cut as you see into a crescent's form. 
Thus hath he spoken through interpreters. — 
" Young man, a debt of gratitude I owe. 
To one who, at the risk of his own life. 
My infant child hath rescued from destruction. 
Receive this Talisman, and if perchance 
As it through accident, or war may be. 
My subjects seek your life, this jewel send me, 
And by my imperial honour, shall your life 
Be free from peril, whatsoe'er its nature. 

Ella. 
Oh generous Sultan ! 'Twas a happy chance, 
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That saved this splendid present from the wreck. 

Ernest 
It was most fortunate ! most wonderful ! 
Each day I fear to lose it in my travels : 
Tell me have you no cabinet of gems ? 
Such, virtuosos ever love to keep, 
Wherein to place their rare and curious treasures : 
There it in safety would be well bestowed. 

Ella. 
Oh it would be a bright, particular star ! 
But yet sir knight, it were too rich a gift ; 
Give not away what the good Sultan gave you, 
For it may stand a friend in hour of need. 

Ernest. 
It is a toy — ^no more : the Sultan's subjects 
Will never seek, I trow, to take my life. 
Highly as a memorial do I prize it. 
Yet in my travels, ever fear to lose it ; 
I do beseech thee, lady, take it from me. 

EUa. 
I will not then refuse the charge awhile. 
And trust me, sir, it shall be safely kept. 

[Enter Yvjmmk^. 
Freedrmn. 
I entreat thee now, my daughter, to permit 
This wearied stranger to retire to rest, 
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Long hath he been upon adventurous travel 

Ernest 
Nay, deem me not so ungallant, mine host. 
As to desire repose at such an hour. 

[Heinhoff enters unpereeived. 

IVeedman. 

[Taking the talisman in Ms hand. 
What sparkling gem is this, my daughter, say ? 

Ella. 
I have even now received it from this stranger. 

IVeedman. 
It is magnificent — ^why Ella, child. 
Have you in truth received it ? surely not. 

Ernest. 
The Sultan Saladin hath given it me. 
In gratitude for having saved his child. 
Each day I am in fear of losing it — 
Your daughter Ella kindly keeps it for me. 

Heinoff. {coming forward in anger. 
Kjiow you me, sir ? 

Ernest. 
Indeed, I once had cause. 
Your name is Heinhoff; too well, alas ! I know you I 

Heinhoff. \to IVeedman. 

Permit not, sir, such low-bred wretch as this, 
To be so intimate with your fair daughter ; 
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In truth, I would not choose such company. 

Freedman. [to Ernest. 

Sir, is this gentleman your uncle's heir ? 

Ernest. 
Sir, it is he. 

Ella. [aside. 

Can it be possible ? 

Hdnhoff. [with anger. 

Hence, sir, away. 

Think not, because the accident of birth 
Has made us relatives, you are thereby entitled, 
For ever thus to mar my happiness. 

Ernest. 
If my lord Freedman bid me go, I go. 
But not, sir, this time shall your bidding move me* 

Freedman. 
Here let your ancient enmity be past; 
Come, sirs, be friends, I will not have you go, 
Or one, or other. 

Heinhoff. 
I, sir, shall go hence. [To Ernest^ 

But think not, Ernst, our interviews are over. 
For should we be by death's fell stroke divided, 
, Beyond the grave my wrath shall penetrate. 
But time brings opportunity for all. 
And they who bide their time, their end obtain* 



28 THE TALISMAN. 

Ernest 
Alas ! my cousin, be not so vindictive; 
What have I done? and why would you offend me ? 

Heinhoff. {Bitterly and ironically. 
To prove if you possest forgiving nature, 
Or whether as might chance, sir, for to hap, 
That sly demure pale visage were a sham — 
Of much pretention, but fair seeming alL 

\Exit. 
Freedman. 
Oh God, what untamed spirit dwelleth there ! 

Ella. 
What secret cause of anger stirreth him ? 

Ernest 
That spirit dwelleth in his mind I fear. 
Which would find root of bitterness in heaven : 
His boyhood, and his youth, too well I knew. 
And man and boy — alas ! how like they are ! 

Freedman. 
To turn from subject that is so displeasing, 
Permit me to enquire, if, leaving me. 
You found, my friend, the object of your search ? 

Ernest. 
When you I left, I soon discovered him, 
A numerous crowd around him hath assembled: 
Most eloquent words he has at his command ; 
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Hearts made of stone yibrated to their power, 
High stood he o'er the crowd, his long black hair 
Ooncealing half his countenance from view, 
Prom side to side he eloquently swayed, 
And thus the excited multitude addressed. 

Freedman. 
'Tis said great numbers follow after him. 

Hmest. 
And with good reason : would that you had heard 

[him! 
Mia. 
Enlighten us I pray* What said the Hermit? 

JEmest. 

To this effect : 
'^^ Shall infidels retain the Holy Land, 
Wherein the Lord's anointed Son was bom? 
The consecrated sepulchre neglect ? 
Forbid it gratitude, and faith, and love ! 
Forbid it every holy hope within us ! 
Take up your cross, ye children of the dust. 
It is heaven calls, and do you hearken not?" 
Thus spake he and with powerful emphasis. 

•FVeedman. 

I think it will become one common cause. 
Now tell me would you venture forth with me, 
Were I to fight in these crusading wars? 
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Etmest. 

I have for long time been a traveller, 
And did not think to venture forth again, 
Yet in such company, I would go forth, 
A faithfiil champion of the Holy Cross. 

Freedman. 

That's bravely said, such swift response doth 

[please me, 
A twice-told debt I then shall owe to him, 
Who tossed so long upon the wide world's sea, 
Leaveth once more his native land for me. 

Ernest. 

I should my own heart every way belie, 
Nay, conscious be of infidelity. 
To eastern lands if you went forth to roam. 
While I hugged chains of idleness at home ! 
But for one moment think of your sweet daughter, 
Will she be left unguarded and alone ? 

Freedman. 

No, not alone, nor yet unguarded, sir, 
I shall leave some retainers in our castle ; 
Good Father Clement, and a prudent matron 
Shall have no business save to wait on her. 
But hark ! the hour of rest is come, and past. 
We will to-morrow eve think more of this. 
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Ernest. 

Then do I take of you a kind good night, 
And you, fair lady, may your eye-lids close 
This blessed night in undisturbed repose, 
No waking dreams of war around you stray, 
Of battle's tumult or of wild affiray, — 
But gentle images of peace and love, 
On wing angelic — (sent by Him above 
Who guards His children in the silent hours). 
Refresh you like the dew that falls on flowers, 
In the night time, when else on mossy bed, 
They would imsolaced hang their drooping head : 
Oh ! sweetest lady, ever round you be 
The veil that curtains the heart's sanctuary. 
Pictured with shapes unutterably fair, 
Of white-robed saints who chaunt and kneel in prayer ; 
Farewell, sweet lady, and a kind good night; 
If I should see you not ere to the fight 
Our fortunes wend — good day, good night in one> 
Yet hard the task to say, God's will be done. 

[Exit 
Ella. 

Alas? my father, will you both go forth? 

Dreedman. 

Aye, Ella, both, and very soon methinks, 
Yet be not downcast, Ella, be not sad, 
The strain young spirits pour forth, should be glad. 
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Like the lark's carol heard within the sky, 
Incense of praise to Him who is on high, 
Pass one short year away, again shall we 
Return, beloved one, home to welcome thee. 

[Exit 
Mia. 
Alas! alas! Oh Grod, then be with me! 

[JSxii. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 



Ella. [alone. 

Month has succeeded month, a year hath flown, 
Since my dear father and my father's £riend, 
Left me to seek the shore of Palestine, 
Yet seemeth it as though a single day, 
Or hour had taken solitary flight. 
Since here I stood with Ernest : that dear name 
Recalleth memories I would not lose ; 
Still think I how he stood, and how conversed. 
So gentle in demeanour, so unlike 
The lords who sometimes seek my father's castle. 
And whose wild mirth unbridled, frightens me. 
Yet why his noble presence call to mind ? 
When all that lips can utter, has been said. 
The heart hath this response alone to make, 
" Silence is still more eloquent than words." 
Here, hath he told me his adventures o'er. 
There, hath he given me his Talisman, 
The precious jewel I shall keep for aye, 
Nor e'er resign it into other hand. 
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Until he cometh from the Holy Land, 
And claims it from me. Oh great Lord of light, 
Who sitteth throned with glorious angels bright, 
Grant he return in safety to our home ! 

[a patLse. 
Ah me ! a voice my spirit's depths within, 
Thus Whispereth, " Ella, love like thine is sin," 
Pray'st thou for him whom thou a day hast known, 
Unthinking that thy sire may lie alone, 
In death-like slumber cold, like marble chill ? 
Nay, father, father dear, I love thee «till, — 
Love thee with an unutterable love. 

[kneels before a picture of the virgin. 
Sweet virgin-mother, look down from above, 
Grant to his arms once more thy child may fly. 
Like wounded dove in his embrace to lie. 

[a knock is heard — Ella rises. 
Mia. 
Ha, who is there? Speak, quickly speak, and 
tell me. 

[enter an attendant. 
Attendant. 
There is a wandering Friar, below, my lady. 

Mia. 
Pray bring him in, and give him food and fire. 
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Attendant. 
We have done so, yet would he speak with you. 

Mia. 
I will then hear what he has got to say, 
Without a moment's pause, go bring him hither, 
For it may be that he hath tidings brought. 

[exit Attendant. 
While I anticipate what I may hear. 
Joyful I hope, yet trembling, too, I fear. 
Oh father ! Oh my father, what shall be. 
Told by this wandering Friar, concerning thee ? 

[enter Fbiab. 

mia. 

Grood evening to you, friend. 

Friar. [bowing very low. 

Grood evening lady. 

Ella. 
I hear you somewhat have to tell me. Friar. 

Friar. 
From Palestine I come, empowered to say 
Who may have fallen in the bloody fray 
That chanced of late, and who may captive be. 

Ella. [hurriedly. 

Then, speak. Friar, quickly speak, and answer me : 
My father, what the lot assigned by fate ? 

Firiar. 
Is he not feudal lord o'er this estate ? 
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Ella. 
The same, good Friar, 

Driar. 
And with him fighteth too, 
A fine brave youth ? 

Ella, [with breathless haste. 
Your words, good monk, are true. 
IViar. [looking over a paper. 
Their names are written on this page I know, 
A mingled calender of joy and woe. 
Like coloured yam that tells of Fate's decree, 
Of death, and life, and dark captivity, 
Wherefrom, a ransom freeth on the earth. 
Wherein, pure souls may learn their immortal birth. 
For the Lord chooseth oft we should be led 
Through stony paths celestial climes to tread. 

Ella. [supplicating. 

Oh Friar, have mercy ! tell me what you know. 
Or death or life ! 



Fair lady, hope below. 
Though clouded still, may yet unfurl h&c wing : 
Though joyful not, the tidings that I bring, 
Admit of comfort, in the prisoner's cell. 
Thy father Freedman, and young Ernest dwell ; 
And if three winged months shall pa^s away. 
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Nor ransom found before the appointed day, 

Their lives shall be the forfeit without fail, 

Yet on that score, fair lady, why bewail? 

For ere from Time's glass run one short month's 

sand, 
Ambassadors might reach the Holy Land 
Bearers of ransom. 

Ella. {earnestly^ 

Tell me what may be, 
The sum required to set my father free ! 

IHar. [readinff. 

" One thousand marks," so runs the page I hold, 
^^ One thousand marks — the same paid down in gold". 

Ulla. [aside J and with a sigh^ 

Alas ! my father, I shall rue the day 
You left our home, that sum I cannot pay ; 

[aloud. 
Heaven help me then our burden to make light, 
So, worthy Friar, I wish thee kind good night : 
And yet, speak on, if thou hast more to tell. 

Friar. [bowing very low. 

I have no more. Then, lady, fare thee well ! 

[exit IViar, 
Mia. 
Friar, farewell, and may the good God speed you. 
I know what I will do. Ye Heavenly Powers ! 
I thank thee from my heart for such sweet hope ! 
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The Talisman the stranger left, will save him ; 
And for my father ! on my bended knees, 
I will demand a pardon and his freedom. 
And shall I tremble that the way is long ? 

The pathway drear ? 

[Enter Father Clement. 

Father Clement. 
What speak you of my child ? 
Why is your cheek so flushed, your eye so bright ? 
Tell me what path you tremble to pursue ? 

Ella. 
Scarcely a winged hour hath taken flight, 
Since I have seen thee, yet in that short time, 
A revolution hath my mind passed through. 

Father Clement. 
Speak yet more plainly, I entreat, my child. 

Ella. 
I have held commune with a Friar, my Father, 
Who comes from Palestine, and thus hath said : 
" The Sultan has your Father captive made. 
And the young soldier who hath gone with him, 
And ere from bondage they can be set free. 
One thousand marks in gold required will be. 
If not, they die." 

Father Clement. 

Then who will ransom them ? 
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[Ella goes to her cabinet^ unlocks it, and takes thence 

the TalismanJ] 
Ella. 
Behold, good Father, this thrice-brilliant gem. 
The Sultan gave to Ernest ; this would be 
An all-sufficient pledge to set him free. 

Father Clement. 
How shall we send it ? 

Ella. 

I myself will tread 
Through foreign land, and to the court be led 
Of the great Sultan : there, upon my knee. 
Demand that he will make my father free. 
Beside, this Talisman I'll bear in hand, 
'T will give safe conduct through the Holy Land — 
Give Ernest life, — for on it graved hath been, 
The Sultan's mark that I myself have seen. 

Father Clement. 
Dear child, the way is long, the pathway drear. 

Ella, 
{taking the hand of Father Clemenf. 
Thou from my early youth hast taught me, Father, 
To trust in Him who stills both waves and winds* 
And whose kind providence doth watch o'er all,^ 
In lonely desert, as in castle wall. 
His aid he giveth unto righteous end, 
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And if no lonely pilgrim e'er may wend 

For holy scu-vice, whom he marketh not, 

I, Father Clement, shall not be forgot ; 

I know the way is long, the pathway drear. 

Yet from salvation's well-spring, pure and clear, 

A fountain, doubt not, will arise for me. 

Though dark the gloom, though drear the waste 

may be ! 

Father Clement. 

Then, daughter Ella, I with thee will go. 

Mia. 

No, Father Clement, it must not be so. 

Father Clement. 

I could the toil endure for your dear sake : 
Yet Ella dear — why not an escort take ? 

Flla. 

We have no funds within our coffers left. 
Of well nigh every mark we are bereft. 
Nor must our castle walls unguarded be. 
Open at pleasure to an enemy : 
With the crusaders, Heinhoff is I know. 
Yet in these times doth oft pass secret foe. 
Or prowling wild adventurer may roam, 
Knowing my father absent from his home, 
It is not many a league to the blue sea. 
Once there, a bark in readiness will be, 
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Yea, ever is, they say, at the command 

Of Pilgrims seeking for the Holy Land ; 

A minstrel garb the one I will assume, 

A sacred pilgrimage 'twill be, no doom 

Of lingering death assigned by fate's decree. 

The star of hope alone my guide will be, 

Leading me on life for my sire to bring. 

And life for Ernest : heavenly choirs will sing 

Their sweetest anthems while I track my way. 

Or by the road-side cross kneel down to pray ; 

The garb of youthfal minstrel I will don, 

And chaunt the strains that urge crusaders on. 

Like a young stripling I of late beheld. 

Whose friend alone hath been — the lute he held. 

Whose scrip contained provision for a day ; 

He, imbefriended took his lonely way : 

I asked him if alone he feared to be, 

"Ah no," he said, " the good God watcheth me, 

I have no need of chart, for pilgrims still. 

Guide me aright o'er mountain, plain, or hill, 

And with my song I cheer them on their way, 

So from the wrong path seldom do I stray." 

I asked if aught he needed — thus he said : 

" I beseech thee, lady, one poor crust of bread." 

Was it not beautiful ? of tears a flood 

Rushed in mine eyes while listening there I stood ; 
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Oh ! when that Hcene once more returns to me, 
I ask, of what then, shall I fearful be ? 
This youth imagined 'twas by Heaven's command 
Alone he travelled, lute within his hand, 
To cheer with song God's people on their way. 
At home, liien, Father Clement shall I stay? 
When, if I go not, your award may be, 
Death, oh my Father ! or captivity I 
Ihther Clement. 

Think once again, a messenger we'll send. 

mia, [holding up the Talisman. 

Who will my father's castle then defend ? 
To faithful keeping I could trust alone 
This gem young Ernest left, this creseent stone, 
And though our serfs give heed to my command, 
I would not place such treasure in their hand ; 
We, from temptation to be guarded, pray, 
Then in thy brother's path temptation do not lay, 
So, Father, fare thee well till morning light. 
Father Clement. 

Ella beloved, good night to thee, good night ! 

[Exeunt- 
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SCENE U. 

The Castle of Heinhoff. 
Heinhoff. Maksart. 



Heinhoff. 
Almost beyond my hopes my plot succeeds. 

Mansart. 
Tell me, I pray you, what you have in hand ? 

Heinhoff. 
Revenge. 

Mansart. 
Be more explicit. 

Heinhoff. 
You do know old Freedman ? 

Mansart. 
Saving Lord Heinhoff, he's the only man 
Esteemed worth knowing in the district round : 
Pray tell me what to him may have occurred ? 

Heinhoff. 
Some things there be, the which are better told 
By indirect allusion, than by speech 
Unto the point direct ; some thoughts there are, 
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Perchance the bitterest the heart can know, 
We be so fond of, to ourselves we keep them. 
And will not part with them to friend or foe ; 
The spider's web, though curiously woven — 
A child's hand may destroy in one short second, 
The sculptured vase that falleth from our hand, 
In one brief moment is annihilated. 
And the acquaintanceship of many a year, 
A word may change to hatred most sincere. 

[a pause, 
Mansart I think thou art my friend indeed. 
And that to thee my thoughts I may disclose. 

Mansart. 

You may with perfect confidence to me. 
Be more explicit of your meaning, friend. 

Heinhof, 

You know that since I herited this castle. 
With the Lord Freedman I have been acquainted, 
Though not upon the terms of strictest friendship : 
Likewise you know he has a daughter Ella, 
Retiring, and of singular perfections, 
To me who hath appeared a timorous dove. 
Still shrinking from the presence of a stranger. 

Mansart. 

Once only have I seen the lady Ella. 
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Heinhoff. 
Saving to Father Clement, or her sire, 
I think she scarce to living man hath spoken. 
I thought her fears induced her to avoid me ; 
Imagine my astonishment to hear 
This dove, to whom I courteous words addressed, 
In most prompt manner speak her sentiments. 
Declining henceforth to hold parlance with me. 
Knowing some ladies are at times capricious, 
I thought not oft, but in the ev'ning time. 
Lord Freedman's castle have I sought once more ; 
Some trepidation, doubtless, I experienced. 
Beholding once again the lady Ella, 
And noiselessly I stepped into the room, 
Whom think you found I in her company ? 

Mamart. 
I cannot even venture a conjecture. 

Heinhoff. 
My rival in past days, my cousin Ernest. 

Manaart. 
Your cousin Ernest ? 

Heinhoff. 
Yes, — ^'twas he, indeed ! 
He for whom I in childhood's days conceived 
A hatred most extreme, for I had been, 
Until the cursed hour he came amongst us, 
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The only idol in my father's mansion ; 
And from that time nor peace nor joy I knew, 
Until the blessed day that he hath left us. 
Again I see him — and the houseless wretch, 
Once more usurps my right in Freedman's castle. 

Mansart. 

How mean you ? Pray explain yourself, my friend. 

Heinhoff. 

Why this mean I to say : I heard of late, 
Ella confess to have received from Ernest, 
A jewel of most rare and costly value, 
A sultan's gift for some slight service done ; 
I heard her promise she would keep the gem, 
With care secreted in her cabinet, 
And like a son hath Freedman welcomed him. 
What sought I more ? my hatred rose so high, 
Stern vengeance was my purpose from that 

hour. 
And vengeance I will have, — ^by heaven, I will ! 
It long hath slumbered, but shall work its way. 

MamatU 

Say, by what means will you accomplish it ? 

Heinhoff. 

Listen : last night, in a friar's sombre garment 
Apparelled, have I sought the Lady Ella, 
And, bending low with crucifix in hand, 
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I, of my own devices formed a tale ; 
Her father was a prisoner I said, 
And the young soldier too was captive made, 
And if no ransom should for them appear, 
They both must die. 

I marked the convulsive workings of her soul, 
In her expression, picturing their death, 
And my revenge awhile was gratified, 
With joy ere long her countenance was bright, 
As though a sudden hope flashed through her mind; 
And well I knew the thought that hope enkindled — 
The Talisman by Ernest given to her. 
His liberty would certainly restore. 
And mark me, even now with fearless soul. 
She hath commenced her way to Palestine. 

Mansart. 

To Palestine ? Did you in truth say so ? 

Heinhoff. 

Aye, she is one to brave both death and danger. 
For them she loveth. Ah ! that strange word love ! 
It makes me laugh to speak it. 

Mansart. 

Pray why so ? 

Heinhoff. 

Such different meanings doth it ever bear. 
According to the interpreter, my friend; 
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Now, 'tis an angel form arrayed in light, 
A demon now, with pinions dark as night, 
Still changing hue according as desire 
To swift fulfilment tends, or to expire. 



[a pause. 



The priest and Ella I will prisoners make, 
And of the Talisman possession take, 
That soon beneath old ocean's waves shall lie, 
Or veiled at least shall be from curious eye, 
Until my further pleasure is made known. 
And the crusader's fate resolved upon ; 
Her towering spirit then will be subdued : 
What say you, Mansart, are you in the mood 
Accomplice in this stratagem to be ? 

Mansart. 

I will not thwart, so far depend on me. 

Hdnhoff. 

Mansart, farewell — ^when we once more shall meet, 
The plot of the next act will be complete. 

[Exeunt 
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SCENE m. 

The Interior of a GomaE. 
Father Clement, in a dying state, is laid upon a couch. Ella 
in a mdnstrd garb, stands nea/r him. An old woma/n amd her son a/r» 
ifikabitamts of the cottage. 



Father Clement. 

My child, I soon must say to thee, faxewell. 
The fiat has gone forth, the arrow sped, 
That me ere long, will number with the dead. 

Ella. 

My heart is too, too full for me to speak ! 
Ah, Father Clement, wherefore did you seek 
To wend upon so toilsome pilgrimage , 
Unmeet your strength, your calling, and your age ? 
Oh, on my conscience will this great sin lie, 
Thee, to have tempted from our home — to die. 

Father Clement. 

No, daughter Ella, He who has the power, 
Alone determineth the day and hour. 
Of our departure to a heavenly sphere, 
Yet blessed in thine eyes the pearly tear 
That weeps my loss — for my sake check that sigh, 
The young may fall, the aged man must die ; 
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And, listen to me, — ^when this trembling clay, 
To native dust resolved, shall pass away. 
Return, I do beseech thee, whence we came, 
Though ever dear to Heaven the righteous aim, 
(And such is thine, to set a father free 
From galling fetters of captivity), 
How shalt thou tread alone on foreign ground, 
Who, young in years, and beautiful art found ? 

Ella. 
Father, I know that I am young in years, 
And therefore hope o'ercometh low-bom fears, 
Riseth aloft, and with a prophet's ken, 
Thus whispreth to me — "Are not mortal men, 
Made in God's image, wheresoever found ? 
Oh ! with true faith, each place, is holy ground". 
Thou bid'st me — ^being beautiful — ^beware — 
Alarms so light and vain disperse in air. 
Mortality's frail garb but takes the hue 
Of the deep soul that shines its features through. 
And, where the spirit's glance is pure and bright, 
Pure glance alone from all it doth invite. 

Father Clement. 
Then, wheresoe'er thy wandering feet may tread, 
By the Lord's spirit, Ella, be they led ; 
Alas ! my heart's faint throbs will soon be o'er. 
Angels of light conduct thee to the shore, 
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Where good men strive the Holy Land to win, 
From the dread power of Sultan Saladin ; 
Give me thy hand, dear child, and say farewell. 

Ella. 
\jfivtnff her hand to the Father, and then taking a long 

embrace.'] 
That sad, sad, word, my lips shall never tell, 
My pathway still thy presence will surround. 
Father beloved, where'er my steps are found. 

Father Clement. [feebler. 

Oh God of mercy ! — Raise awhile my head. 

Jocaste. [a8td£. 

Oh poor old man, his hours are numbered ! 

Jerome. 
Dear grandmother, in all my life, I ne'er, 
Have seen a minstrel so surpassing fair, 
No minstrel youth — an angel from the sky, 
Is he, in garment of mortality ; 
Who until now has tuned in heavenly sphere, 
His harp, where angels crowded round to hear. 
In wondering delight — alone must he 
When the old man is gone — on earth a wanderer be ? 

mia. 

[listening, and then, overcome with sorrow, kneeling down 
hy the couch tvhereon lies the body of Father Clement.] 
Oh God ! in vain I list the fleeting breath, 
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Alas ! what meaneth this ? 

Jocaste. 

It meanetli deatli ! 



SCENE IV. 

Jocaste — ^Jerome. 



Jerome. 
Mother, I needs must make you a request, 
Yet reasons have I why I should not make it. 

Jocaste. 
Speak out, my son, whatever it be, I'll hear it, 

Jerome. 
I am much troubled for the wandering minstrel ; 
In truth I take him for a high-born dame. 
Who for some special reason hath adopted 
The minstrel garb, in which he now is clad. 

Jocaste. 
Thou hast made a right conjecture, I believe, 
Yet what is that to thee ? 
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Jerome. 

I'll tell you, mother ; 
Now that her good old guardian is no more, 
Alone unto the dark blue sea she wends, 
A good five leagues from this, the pilgrLns say. 

Jocaste. 
The truth is this, my little grandson Jerome, 
Would willingly her travelling escort be, 
Yet all alone, he feareth to leave me. 
His aged grandam, say, is it not so ? 
I know it is, in truth, then Jerome go, 
For recompense, the heart hath its own meed. 
Brave soul doth ever prompt to generous deed. 

Jerome. 
For such a kind permission, mother dear, 
I thank thee. 

Jerome. {opening the door. 

But the minstrel youth is near, 
See where she stands above her father's grave, 
Over her head the cypress tree doth wave, 
See what a picture, grandmother, behold, 
The rays of silver moonlight her enfold. 
Like glory circling round an angel form. 
Pure and celestial, yet bright and warm. 
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Jocasfe. 
[ Coming to thr ^oor^ wherefrwn Elxa is 9een standing 
fiear the grave of Father CLEBfENT.] 
Nay, truth my child, that is well said by thee, 
I knew not thou so eloquent could Ik* 
In fair dame's praises. 

Jerome, 

And yet words are air, 
For though the lady be supremely fair, 
And on her beauty I could still remain 
To gaze, and gaze, alas I my speech is vain, 
There is somewhat beside no tongue of mine. 
Hath power to tell of lovely and divine ; 
See, here she cometh, I will meet her straight. 
And lead her forthwith out at postern gate, 
For well I wot, that road will lead our feet, 
Ere many miles have passed, to safe and still retreat 

Ella, [advancing^ with a mournful air. 
Dear friends, the time at last hath come to part, 
Yet still round mournful shadows clings my heart, 
Too grievous sad, to say the word farewell, 
Ne'erless my lips the parting word must tell, 
For dire necessity doth call me hence. 

Jerome. 
Dear lady, let me be to thee defence, 
And guardian, in so far as my weak arm 
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Can guard from fierce night prowler, or from charm 
Of cunning fairy, or of wicked sprite, 
Laid to entrap thee when the moon shines bright. 

Ella. 
O thank thee, Jerome, kindly for thine aid, 
Yet, truth to say, if I should be waylaid 
By cunning fairy, or by roaming sprite, 
My charmed wand would put them all to flight.. 

Jerome. 
A league from this a place of rest I know,. 
Where travellers oft resort. 

Ella. 

Thereto we'll go, 
And evening, with the moon-light's blessed' ray,. 
Is better starting hour than garish day* 

Jerome. 
Im ready when you will. 

Ella. 

Then come away- 
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SCENE V. 

A Forest 

Ella and Jerome. 



Ella. 
Say, did you ever take this path before ? 

Jerome. 
Yea, lady, twice or thrice I've been of yore, 
When father lived, this way toward the sea, 
Have we adventured forth, both I and he. 
Our wares upon a good strong mule were tied, 
And with us Carlo went, the hound, beside — 
But through this pathway in which now we tread. 
Where branching trees are twined above our head. 
Alone in daylight have our steps been led. 

Ella. 
Jerome, I trust you know the path right well. 

Jerome. 
When the sun shines, fair lady, I could tell. 
Of the right path, each strait or twisted tree, 
Each grotto's shade where fairies love to be. 
Or long-leaved fern beneath the which they hide. 
When at their gambols in the evening tide ; 
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That path, towards Count Heinhoff 8 castle wends, 

[Jerome points to the paths indicated. 
Herey pilgrims whisper their adieus to friends, 
They ne'er again in the wide world shall see. 

Ella. 
Adieux that chance may everlasting be. 
If I aright your speech have understood. 

Jerome. 
Aye, lady — ^they whose bourne is o'er the flood, 
To fight the Saracen, have need I trow, 
To part from earth, and make to heaven their vow. 

Jerome, 
[after a pause, with a glad start of surprise.'] 
Here, lady, through this glade, we are right at last, 
See you these stones whereon the moon hath cast 
A gleam of silver — lighting up our way. 
As though a hovering angel bid us stay ? 

Ella. 
Jerome I do, 'tis beautifully lit. 
Perchance the selfsame angel there hath writ 
Pure blessed words, the prilgrimage to cheer 
Of wayfarer whose steps may linger here. • 

Jerome. 
The angel may have writ, perchance 'tis true, 
Be that as may be, but for me and you. 
The light was blest, for that same curious stone, 
Hath said the right track now we are upon ; 
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But, lady, tell me what disquiets thee ? 

Ella. 
My precious, precious, stone, where can it be ? 
I have it not ! without it, all is vain. 
And I may track my homeward path again. 

Jerome. 
The beauteous cresent stone — alack the day ! 
Would we had brought it — Hark ! who comes this 
way ? [Robbers appear in the back-ground. 

Ella. 
Good Lord have mercy ! dark and lowering hien, 
In the moon's light I see, they come and go again, 
And now advance still nearer, God of love ! 
Protecting angel send us from above — ! 
Nearer and nearer — Jerome let us hide, 
It is too late — alas ! we are descried ! 

Robber, 
[seizing hold of Ella^ who utters a wild shriek of terror. '\ 
Silence, good dame, and we will harm thee not. 
Yet speak a word — and fearful is your lot, 
But where's the lad ? 

2nd Robber. 

He hath escaped I fear. 
Nor through the gloom, a shadow doth appear 
To mark his whereabouts — ^but haste you home. 
And through the woods in search of him I'll roam. 

[exeunt robbers bearing Ella away prisoner. 
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SCENE VI. 
The Cottage. Jocaste alone. 



Joca^te. 
How fare the young ones? safe be they from 

piarm? 
From plot of wicked imp, or fairies charm ? 
Oh lack a day ! strange times be these indeed, 
That delicate maids from castled homes should lead 
In minstrel garb, to wander forth alone, 
Perils at every step, in paths unknown, 
Were I to guess now, long it would not be. 
Ere I'd unlock this hidden mystery. 

[enter Jerome. 
What, Jerome, boy — short time has passed, I trow. 
Since at your lady's shrine you paid your vow. 
Returned so soon ? you are but half a guide ! 
Say, did some strange mischance your path divide ? 

Jerome. 
Alas ! my mother ! 

Jocaste. 

What hast got to say ? 
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Jerome. 
We took the forest path, where light of day 
Scarce through the branching trees doth find its way, 
A good three miles it lies from this, I think, 
And not far distant from the old well's brink, 
When with disquietude, and heavy sighs, 
With tears down streaming from her beauteous eyes, 
The minstrel said her pilgrimage was vain. 
And she must track her homeward path again. 
Her Talisman she sought, but found it not, 
Alas ! where was it ? Had it been forgot ? 
Or was it lost ? 

Jocaate. 
Beside the Father's grave, 
Pendant o'er which, the cypress branches wave. 
You chance may find it, for she lingered there. 
Go search it, Jerome, save her from despair ; 
But say what next befell ? 

Jerome. 

Alack the day ! 
Some ruffian men o'ertook us in the way. 
By force they bound the minstrel, and I fled, 

Jocaste. 
Ah Jerome ! know you where their steps were led ? 
They will not murder her. 

Jerome. 

I trust not so, 
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They bid her silent be, that's all I know, 
I tracked their footsteps to Lord Heinhoffs gate. 

Jocctate. 
A pitiless wretch is he, and desperate. 
When blood distempered worketh in his veins. 
Or when the moon, in some conjuncture, wanes. 
What wicked plot is this ? Oh Lord in Heaven ! 
Unto the child be thy protection given ! 
This minstrel youth had need a Daniel be. 
Dowered both with wisdom and simplicity. 
Unharmed to walk within such lion's den. 
Yet lions are less fierce than wicked men. 
Now go — ^and where the cypress branches wave, 
Search for the gem by the old Father's grave, 

[opening the door. 
And bring it in — ^Good Heaven ! what fearful night ! 
Beneath their shrouds the stars are hid from sight, 
The clouds, no longer driven by the wind. 
Do congregrate in masses, dark, unkind. 
And fall in torrents on the earth below, 
Yet is the distance but a small stone's throw 
Unto the father's grave — so haste away. 
Lest the bright gem be hid in mire and clay. 
Grant Heaven the lad may find it through the shower, 

[a pause. 
I marvel much in truth what be the hour. 
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On towards the stroke of midnight, late eno' 
For honest folk that rise at cock's shrill crow. 

Jerome. [returning. 

Oh mother, Heaven be praised, I've found the gem ! 
It lay amidst the flowers, and shone through them, 
Like the fair blessed moon within the sky. 
All else being in eclipse when she is nigh. 

[a knock is heard at the door. 
Jocaste. 
Hark, some one knocks! Swift, Jerome, hide 

[your stone. 
Until who seeks our cottage door is known. 

\lovder knocking. 
A Voice. 
Swift, swift, unbar the door, and let us in. 

Jocaste. 
Who's there at this late hour ? Whoe'er ye be, 
I tell you that we keep no hostelrie. 

Mansart. 
Unbar, good woman — the Lord Heinoff waits. 

Jocaste. [aside. 

And more's the pity, he deserves to wait. 

\aloud^ and opening the door. 
Then come ye in — 'tis a wild night in troth. 
For gentlefolk to weather — come ye in. 
Come in, I pray you — sit you down, good sirs. 

[enter Heinhoff and Mansart. 
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Jerome, [aside. 

Oh happy chance, we shall find out, I trow, 
The clue unto the robber mystery now. 

Heinhaf. 
This night we cannot gain the castle, dame. 
Our quarters therefore we will take up here. 
And quickly bring both provender and cheer. 

Joeaste. 
At least we can provide both milk and bread. 
And Jerome, run, search eggs within the shed, 

[exit Jerome. 
Heinhoff. 
We shall have shelter here, if nothing else. 
My cloak is wringing wet. 

Mansart 

And so is mine. 
Certes, this fire doth lack the warmth to dry them. 

Heinhoff. [opening the door. 

Good dame, here, here, fresh charcoal on the fire. 

Joeaste. (within) 
With all despatch I'll haste to do your bidding, 
Alas ! we are the slaves of these proud lords. 
[JocASTE brings in the charcoal and retires. — Jerome 
brings in the provisions^ but secretes himself^ instead of 
reHnng.-] 
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Hemhoff. 
Here for the next six hours we must remain, 

\a pause. 
Tell me, have you the key in your possession ? 

Mansart. [holding up the key. 
'Twas hidden in my vest, see, here it is. 

Heinhoff. 
Tell me, what said our ambassador, my Mend ? 
Say, did the men encounter much resistance ? 

Mansart 

■ 

The lady was not willingly made captive. 
But she, perforce, hath yielded at the last, 
Discovering how vain her feeble eflfbrts. 

Heinhoff. 
And did they find the gem of which I spoke ? 

Mansart. 
No, nothing have they found, for it hath chanced, 
The lad, who was her guide, escaped their hold. 

Heinhoff. 
At any rate the lady is our prize. 
Know you the chamber, they have made her prison ? 

Mansart. 
The centre chamber, in the western wing. 

Heinhoff. 
Give me the key, I'll have it in my charge. 
Until we leave this place, and homeward travel. 

[he hangs the key round his neck. 
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And, Lady Ella, shall my prisoner be, 
Until she greet me with civility. 

Jerome. \aside. 

Not so, if I can give her liberty. 

Hemhoff. 
A drowsiness is fast o'ercoming me, 
Mansart, can you keep watch, the while I sleep ? 

Mcmmrt. 
I scarcely think it, sleep doth me o'erpower. 

Jerome. [aside. ^ 

The charcoal fire will help you, gentlemen, 
And serve my purpose too. 

[While Heinhoff and Mansart sleep ^ Jerome comes from 
his hiding-place^ contrives to unloose the keifj and then^ he 
quietly departs. 



9 
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SCENE VIL 

IfUeriar cf a toam in Heikhopf's cadle. Ella on a couch h^ot6 
which viania are placed, — The room is large u/nd deaolaie. 

Ella and Atoendant. 



mia. 

Pray can you tell me, youth, the why and 

[wherefore 
Those ruflian men have dared to bring me hithei^ ? 
Do you not know Lord Freedman is my father, 
Who hath the power to avenge this lawless capture ? 
Is this a robber's hold ? — a pirate's den ? 
Whereto the helpless are conveyed away, 
Without assigned reason ? Speak, good sir ! 

Attendant. 

When ladies walk abroad in minstrel fashion. 
And unattended by their men at arms, 
'Tis natural the result they should deplore. 
Soon shall you learn whereto you have been brought, 
But I am not empowered to let you know* [jmt 

Mia. 

Alas ! what meaneth this ? Ah where am I ? 
Unto whose castle have I been conveyed ? 
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fet 



Perchance Lord Heinhoff owneth these domains ; 
Ah yes ! it must be he, for he is vengeful, 
And deemeth he has cause to be revenged — 
-I knew not that he still lived in these partSj 
But dreamt that he to Palestine had gone, 
So have I surely heard, and so I thought, 
Alas ! alas ! what will become of me ? 
Oh my dear father, little do you know 
My sad, sad, plight, yet am I not downhearted^ 
Equal to the occasion, soars the spirit. — 
Thy pure and holy counsel. Father Clement, 
Like ministering angel, bringing strength and peaces 
Thus whispereth to niy heart with Voice divine, 
^ ' As thy day is^ my child, thy strength shall be, 
Trust, Ella, in the Lord, for I am He." 
Ursula feoming up to Ella, and looking at her jixedli/ 

and maliciouslyj . 
Urmia. 
She's young, and beautiful, and ihiocent. 
But, in this wicked world, nor youth, nor beauty j 
Have power to save frbm the despoiler — man ; 
Why should a savage joy thrill through my hearty 
When these fair beauteous things are limed and 

[caught ?— ^ 
The fowler's net hath been well set I weeuj 
For what can she be else than fairy queenj 
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In moonlight rambles taken for a jest ? 

[Aa, ha^ ha ! 
And brought to HeinhoflTs castle for a guest. 

Ella. 

Alas ! make not a jest of my misfortune, 
But if it be a jest, oh set me free ! 
For if these men had prisoner made of thee, 
And to my father's castle you were brought, 
I had not laughed, but to release thee, sought ! 

Urmda, 

I once was young as you are, and beside, 
I had no father, counsellor, or guide. 
Young was I, beautiful, and simple too, 
And I was made a prisoner like to you ; 
Truth set at naught, they slandered me at will. 
And I, made prisoner then, am prisoner still ; 
My locks of raven black are turned to grey. 
And my bright eyes have lost their wonted ray, 
My cheeks are hollow, and my fading strength. 
Bid me J bid me prepare to die — at length. 
But ever and anon, when like to thee, 
Fair captive prisoners in this den I see. 
The recollection of the past returns. 
And my deep maddened heart for vengeance bums ! 

Ella. Ijoes up to the old woman. 

Alas ! poor soul ! thou hast been wronged indeed. 
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For thee each heart, that is not stone, must bleed, 
Have you not read of One who died for all ? 
Who to the dregs hath drunk his cup of gall ? 
Worse slandered e'en than thou, yet when he died. 
Father, forgive my murderers, he cried ! 
For nailed upon the crucifix — ^he passed — 
Oh woman ! let his words be thine, at last ! 

What ! I, the mean and dastard wretch forgive,, 
Who poisoned all the life I had to live ! 
He lives not lady. 

Ella. 
Your revenge lives stilL 
Urmia. 
Aye, its dead ashes smoulder yet awhile. 
And a small spark with fire the embers fill. 
Till e'en the ashes some small radiance know. 

mia. 

Oh ! could I fan those embers, they should glow 
With flame intense, so pure, so bright, so clear, 
That in its light, all wrong should disappear. 
Your tears should flow, yea, e'en as now flow mine,, 
To err is human, to forgive, divine ; 
All are born frail, and all at times, may sin, 
Celestial heights how few poor mortals win.. 
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Urmda. 
Not vaiiU V altogether have I heard, 
From your sweet lips, of life, a blessed word, 
Tfhe rankliiif^ hate, which erst my heart liad known, 
To see you beautiful, away hath flown. 
For my old heart is like the granite rock. 
That e'en of tempests bears unharmed the shock. 
Weep for yourself, fair lady, not for me. 
Poor lamb ! uncoaiscious what thy fate may be !• 

Ella. 
Think not of me, the wretch whom vou do fear, 
Impious, unhallowed, dare not come me near, 
He may deprive me of my life, 'tis true. 
Death comes for all, for him, for me, for you ; 
But know you not when faithful spirits pray. 
Angels from spheres celestial guard their way, 
And I shall bless the day that led me here. 

Ursula. [affected. 

Why, laxly, why ? 

Ella. 
Ah now thou sheds't a tear! 
Thou didst thyself injustice — and thy heart, 
Hath still in human sympathies a part ; 
^ee, take this cross, and press it to thy lips, 
9p shall thy love be never in eclipse. 
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And should I die while prisoner in this den^ 
Through the^dark perfidy of wicked men, 
I will not pray that I revenged may be. 

Ur^uia. \tahinff the cross from Ella^ 
Poor lamb, poor lamb, they shall not murder thee.. 

\a knocking' is heartP^ 
Old Woman. 
Well, come thou in.. 

Eila. 
Alas I who ean- it be ? 

[enter an attendant. 
Attendants 
It is a boy, who. bears the private key 
Of my Lord Heinhoff, and with this commission,. 
That the young lady be forthwith released, 
To pursue her pilgrimage aa she may list. 

Ursula.. 
Nay, that is strange indeed, ajid parsing strange,^ 
What can it mean ? I will not question make, 
Lest false the missive, but for thy dear sake,. 
Poor lamb, with instant speed urge on thy flight,, 
Free art thou lovely maiden — free — ^good night !.. 

Mia. 
Oh wonderful ! — whence comes this miracle ? 
For sure I am, I dreamt that death was near,, 

[enter Jeromst^ 
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And lo ! my faithful guide alone is here, 

[to Ursula. 
Said I not right ? for trusting hearts that pray, 
Are blessed angels sent to guard their way, 
Mother, good night— oh ever more for Ibee, 
Shall heartfelt orisons upliflted be I 

[exeunt Ella with Attendant. 
Ursula. 
Now, by the powers above, my task shall be, 
To thwart Count Heinhoff, and to succour thee. 
Fair lovely maiden, whatsoe'er Hiine aim, 
Thou shalt my will, my power, my influence claim. 

[exit. 



THE TAU8MAN. 73 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 

Blla a/nd Jbrome atcmd an the confines of a srnaU rvmr, Ella is 
stepping into a boat, amd Jerome is departing, 

Ella. Jebome. Boatman. 



Mia. 
Then Jerome, fare thee well, true, faithful friend, 
Many the days and nights thou hast been my guide. 
And much I thank thee for thy watchfulness ; 
If the kind fates permit me to return. 
Trust me, Til not forget so good a friend. 

Jerome. 
Farewell, and may Heaven prosper your intent. 

[the boat glides away. 
Ella. 
A good half league, the boatmen call the distance^ 
'Tween one side and the other of this river ? 

Boatman. 
Why, gentle sir, 'twill be as long a league, 
I deem, as e'er you traversed, in your life. 
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Ella. 
Then they did much mistake^ who told me sov. 

Boairwn, 
Many th^re. be in this world make mistakes.. 

Ella. 
But how is this ? we ma«ke ^o way across,. 
Ilave you occa^iion, sir, to go so far ? 

Boatman* 
I have occasion, through, it chunce may hap,, 
They of my craft, would ferry right across. 

Ella. 
Oh in i^.e wrong course we go £aj*ther still !. 

Boatman. 
Farther and farther still, we yet must go. 

Ella. 
Alas ! what meaneth this ?- And what your aim ?^ 
behold, when o'er the waves I cast mine eye, 
A frowning fortress I can well discern. 
Upon ajQ isle erected — tell me pray, 
Who may reside within so dark a dwelling ? 

Boatman, [casting off his mask.. 
The enemies of Heinhoff. Know you him ? 

Ella. 
Ye Heavenly powers ! protect and comfort me ! 

Heinhoff. 
Now lififten, Ella, I am firm of purpose,^ 



THC TAUSMAN. T& 

Jiehold yon frowning castle we approach, 
That o'er the wave its gloomy shade doth east, 
For you, ere lo^g, its habitant shctU be^ 
There shall day follow day, month, month succeed^ 
Till years are fled, and no one will take heed. 
Or of your- life or death : submit to me, 
forthwith yo« shall be happy, blest, and free j 
Rebel, and you a lingering doom shall earn. 

EUa.. 
Oh silence, silence, your vain threats, I spu<rn ; 
The power lihat wars against high Hea^ven's decree,, 
Never receives alle&^iance from me. 

Heinhof. 
Heaven doth entrust thee to, my keeping,, lady. 

Ella- 
Utter not words of such profanity. 
[the boat reaches its destination^ and is moored in a bayi 
of the island^ on v^hich the castie stand^.^ 

Heinhof. 
Then now you are my prisoner, lady Ella, 
And, forthwith,^ pri^oper's treatment will receive. 

[enter Mansart,. 
Heinhoff. [aside to Mansart. 
Conduct this mitistrel whereto I gave orders. 

[to a page., 
A,nd Andre, hithier ; I would speak with you ;; 
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Acquaint me with the movements of the prisoner^ 
That from this island, he may not escape. 

Manaart. 
Sir minstrel, follow. 

mia. 

Is there no redress ? 
Oh God, how fearfcd is this wickedness ! 

[exeunt. 



SCENE IL 

The OasUe of Lord Heinhoff seen hy ttoUighL Jbbomb is 

« 

steering Ms bark between the steep rocks upon which the castie is 
htdU. 



Jerome. 
'Twas here the beauteous lady was conveyed, 
I watched the bark till well nigh lost to sight. 
And other habitation is there none. 
Whereto it could have sped, and taken refuge ; 
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Would, I the lady could release from prison, 

Or of her whereabout that I were certain ; 

If I could gain that pinnacle of rock, 

My voice, perchance, in song, might reach her ear, 

And give her comfort in her loneliness, 

And tell her that she had at least one friend. 

Ah I would give my life, to save her life. 

Within yon cavern is good hiding place. 

And for one hour, myself 111 there secrete, 

Perchance the truth I so much seek to learn. 

Some accident may unto me reveal. 

When twilight's shadowy vapours disappear, 

And the moonlight ariseth, soft, and clear. 

\Jer(nm steers beneath the cavern. The voice of Aniri 

%% heard^ singing a melodious ditty ^ and he himself ^ is ere 

long observable^ in a small crafty attentively examining 

every creek and cavern.^ 

Andr4. (singing J. 
High ho ! high ho ! high ho ! 
For the day is waning fast, 
And the glimmer that lights the ocean, 
Will speedily be past ! 
The lady looks from her window. 
Across the dark blue main. 
Even, and morn, and night will pass, 
And she will gaze, in vain ! 
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High ho ! high ho ! high ho ! 

For the sea, it is very deep^ 

And within its raging billows-, 

Her lover lies asleep^ 

Asleep ! asleep ! asleep ! 

[Andr^ pauaeis uwhileon his odrSj aiid then pushes hifnself^ 

off againJ] 
As yet^ no lurking thief has met iny glance, 
'Tis my belief, the minstrel in the castle, 
Will not escape from thence this blessed night; 
Ah ! ah \ by Heaven^ I see beneath yon cave, 
Darkly reflected by the rippling wave, 
A craft of smallest size^ and sits within, 
A single urchin, — there my way I'll win. 

[Andr^ sails tmder the cave^ and discovers Jerome.'] 

Andr4. 

So ho ! young geiltlenian, you are afraid 
Of the twilight^ to sit so far in shade. 

What harm, sir, do I here through the lone night ? 
May not t wait until Appears the light ? 

Andr4, [laughing heartily-. 

My old friend Jerome, as I am alive ! 
Why do I find you here, like skulking thief? 
^0 tell an honest tale, I will be brief ; 
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I'm bid to trap night wanderers, and to say, 
You must be made a prisoner for a day. 
Or year, may be, as liketh our good lord. 
So now, what think you sliould be my short word ? 

Jerome. 
Ah 1 Andr^, you will not me prisoner make ! 
Nor with the crv of thief the castle wake ! 
For me you will have love^ as I, for you. 
And in dark hours, as bright, be leal and true ! 
What have I done ? 

Andri. 

'Tis what you wish to dd^ 
*rhat it behoves me learn — I think not yet, 
That you the eighth commandment do forget. 

Jerome. 
Well know you, Andr^, wherefore I am here. 
That you'll betray me, friend, I have no fear. 
The minstrel that you hold a prisoner there, 

[pointing to the casttex 
Is my Lord Freedman's daughter, — so, beware ! 

Andr^. 
And you are cotne to give a helping hand ! 

Jerome. [embracinff Andrd 
Aye, dearest Andr^. 

Andr^. 

And 'tis my command^ 
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But just received, to Mansart, back to fly, 
And tell of covert thief, or wandering spy ! 

Jerome. 

You will not do it, think of those past years, 
In which we shed together childish tears. 
Together laughed, and wiled the time away. 

Anir4. 

No, by my soul ! I will not thee betray. 
Come, what come will, I'll give thee some small aid. 
So Jerome, weep no more, nor be afraid. 

Jerome. 

Be blessings on you, Andr^, ever more. 

Andr6. 

Now, hearken ! when the day's bright light is o'er, 
And glimmering on the waves, the moonbeams pour. 
Climb those tall peaks that rise above the main. 
And sing in soft low voice, a gentle strain. 
Sufficient for the lady to be ware, 
That Jerome, you, her faithful guide are there ; 
Myself, her door will open for a space, 
That so her way she easily may trace. 
Unto this cave, whereto you will descend, 
With all due promptness, helping hand to lend. 

Jerome. 

Thank you, the lady's freedom to obtain, 
I trust your generous aid may not prove vain • 
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Andr^. 

Jerome, of me it never shall be said, 
That to destruction I my friend had led, 
Farewell, good lad, I must with speed away. 
And steer my bark from out this covert bay. 
[Andr^ takes up his oars and rows vigorously out of 

sight.'\ 
Jerome. 

Come swiftly moonlight o'er the rippling wave, 
And then, oh heart ! be strong and prompt to save ! 

f^The moon rises ^ and Jebome quits his boaty and begins 
to ascend the rocks ^ in the meanwhile ^ from an open window 
in the castle^ the lady Ella is visible^ and her voice is 
heard in a low soliloquy J. 

Ella. [soliloquizing 

Alas ! what fate is this which mars my peace, 
And casts its darkling shadow round my way ? 
From one dread terror scarcely am I free. 
Than lo ! a darker sorrow hangs round me. 
Yet, hope cast down, still riseth in my heart ; 
Am I an actor, playing a false part 
In life's great drama ? wherefore am I still 
Entrapped, made prisoner against my will ? 
I am Lord Freedman's daughter, who dare lay 
A hindrance or obstruction in my way. 
Shall at his hand due recompense receive ; 

G 
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Yet Til be silent, destiny for me, 

May still a direr penalty decree ; 

Yet scarce worse fate than that which now is mine, 

Could I, through vain imaginings, divine — 

Prisoner in Heinhoff's castle — and alone. 

By all, who do surround me here, unknown. 

My Talisman, my chief reliance, lost ; 

Alas ! how vain the labours it hath cost ! 

How vain my life 1 Ah ! Where is now my trust ? 

Misgiving hearts would sigh — '' Tis laid in dust," 

Yet still I trust in Heaven, and faith doth rise 

Full plumed from earth, to join her native skies ; 

So I will not be cast down, or despair. 

And see where hope's bright symbol, pure and fair, 

Archeth the Heavens — ^triumphant bow of light. 

Phantasmal shapes dispelling of the night ! 

[JEHa gives a start of surprise. 
Jerome. [from below. 

Lady Ella ! 

Mia. 

What voice is that which breaks upon mine ear, 
Heard o'er the waves' low gurgling, soft and clear, 
That almost saitli a friend to me is near ? 
Perchance it is a friend in truth and deed. 
Sent by kind Heaven, in this my hour of need ! 
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Jerome, f singing). 

Lady, fear not, o'er the waters 
The sweet moon is shining bright, 
And of earth, the darkest shadows, 
Are illumed by her pale light ; 
Lady, fear not, He who sitteth 
In the Heavens, doth watch o'er tlioe, 
And His power, by earthly tyrant 
Never in eclipse can be : 
I am friendless, I am powerless, 
An ophan boy alone am I, 
Yet the humblest prayer asccndeth, 
Unto Him who sits on high ! 

Ella. [from above. 

Oh Jerome, Jerome, from my heart I thank thee. 
But hark ! a step sounds in the corridor. 
And you must straight away and hide yourself. 
Lest you a prisoner likewise should be taken. 

Jerome. 

Alas ! alas ! how vain, then, are my hopes ! 

[Jerome descends into his hark. 
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SCENE m. 

The interior of the chamber where Ella is confined. 



Ella, [a knocking is heard. 
Who's there ? come in, I pray you. 

[enter Andr4. 
Andr^. 
I bring you viands, lady, fire and light, 
And trust that you may spend a blessed night. 

Ella. 
A blessed night I trust that I shall spend. 
And still more blest for me, if you, good Andr^, 
Will lend your aid, and grant that for a space, 
The gardens of the castle I may trace. 
For since within this prison I have been. 
Of the fair island, naught I yet have seen. 

Andr^. 
[coming nearer to Ella, and speaking in a low voice.'\ 
Lady, with my good will, you more shall see ; 
Lord Heinhoff bade me keep strict watch o'er thee, 
And so I have done — have done, until now, 
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My conscience tells me I have kept my vow ; 
Listen, there is a bark within the cove, 
That ere the sun set, in the distance hove, 
There sitteth one within, doth wait for thee, 
A better steersman, lady, cannot be ; 
Hell ferry thee right swift across the wave. 
Good minstrel youth, take heart, and be thou brave ; 
Now, o'er your shoulders, I'll my mantle cast. 
With speed haste down till you the gate have past, 
Turn to the right, fly down the rocky stair, 
The boatman is below, to meet you there. 

Ella. 

Oh kind, good Andr^, what thanks I can give, 
Thou well dost merit, ever while I live. 
For you my daily prayers shall oflFered be, 
And so may blessings rest on thine and thee I 

\a knock is heard., 
[giving a start in shuddering terror. 

Hark ! some one cometh — ^all my hopes are o'er^ 
And I am prisoner for evermore ! 

[enter Mansarf^ 
Mansart. 

Forthwith, conduct our prisoner below. 
Till now with due respect, he has been treated, 
But under our surveillance it beseemeth. 
That with night wanderers, he should not commune. 
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Ella. 

What moans this parlance, sir, concerning me ? 
You do not know perchance who I may be. 
[to Andr^y who approaches to lead her to another apart- 
ment.^ 

Stand off — and touch me at your peril, boy — 

Mansart. 

Then lady, we must other means employ 
To gain our purpose, and our end obtain. 
Speak not, for words are useless, worse than vain. 
[3Iansart goes to the door^ and beckons tvjo men into the 
apartinent^ who hind Ella and convey her to a lower 
chamher in tJie castle.^ 
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SCENE IV. 



Andr4. [soliloquizing. 

Well was it for the lady, as for me, 
From prison she herself sought not to free. 
Ere Mansart oped the door ; had so she done. 
For me an endless penance had begun. 
And without doubt the lady had been caught. 
While her retreating steps the portal sought ; 
Were I suspected traitor to have been. 
One plunge had rid me of my life, I ween, 
'Twas a fool's act, but this weak heart of mine, 
Had pity for a creature so divine. 
And, what with pity, and with Jerome's tears. 
Grave way, like fitful shadowy dreams, my fears ; 
Jerome and I were friends from childhood's hours, 
Together we have plucked the sweet wild flowers, 
Together roamed the fields, and 'neath the hay 
To shield from summer's glow, together lay. 
And so, when Mansart me dispatched, to find, 
If stranger bark there lay, before, behind. 
Our castle walls, — and I have searched and founds 
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My old friend Jerome hid 'neath covert ground, 
I could not cry aloud, nor raise the hue, 
My ancient friend was he — 'twas all I knew, 
Whose love, when he was babe, and I scarce more, 
Hath been entwined around my own heart's core. 
So now, I've been a traitor to my lord. 
Traitor's a vile, an ugly, dreadful word ! 
That sounds not well unto my ear, or heart. 
And with the which I willingly would part ; 
What ! should I let the lady perish then ? 
Hath she done aught to harm these wicked men ? 
Too certainly I now foresee her end. 
If Heinhoff wills her doom, say who can then 
befriend ? 
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SCENE V. 
An apartmerU in Lord HEnmoFF's cadle (ihca stamds vfon ths sea,) 

Heinhoff. Mansabt. 



Mansart. 
Welcome, my Lord, once more unto your home. 

Heinhoff. 
Mansart, has all gone right since I was here ? 
Our prisoner, I trust hath not escaped ? 

Mansart 
Should you imagine her a bird with wings, 
She could not fly, for they have been well clipped : 
The power for foreign flight we have prevented ; 
But tell me why you ask the question, sir. 
Say, whom do you suspect ? 

Heinhoff. 

I'll tell you, friend. 
But to begin my story from beginning. 
As in our childish legends, is the fashion : 
'Tis now three days since I have left this castle. 
And with the crescent stone in my possession. 
Forthwith unto the mansion have I sped. 
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Over the which Dame Ursula presides, 

Therefore to her, have I the key entrusted. 

Of the strong box that holds the brilliant gem, 

With strict desire that it should be secreted. 

And safely kept within her cabinet. 

Now, to proceed — upon my home return, 

In small craft venturing o'er the moonlight sea, 

Another bark hath neared us, and my men. 

According to my orders, gave it chase ; 

One steersman sat within, the boy in truth. 

Who proved a faithful guide to Lady Ella, 

And bade farewell to her upon the coast. 

The same it must have been who stole the key. 

To liberate the lady from my castle. 

When I beheld him, Mansart, I confess, 

My wrath was sorely roused, for I suspected, 

His aim had been to free her once again. 

And I would fain have given him a plunge. 

That both for him and me had quittance been, 

Him, of his life, and me, of stratagems 

To save the lady ; o'er the moonlit waves. 

My men have held the urchin in terrorum, 

While I endeavoured to obtain a promise. 

That he would Ella never more befriend ; 

You should have heard his gallant answer, Mansart, 

By Jupiter, it made me well nigh blush, 
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To hear such language, and, from such a child. 

Ma'mart. 
What said he, friend ? 

Heinhoff. 
Why, thus he made reply — 
Lord Heinhoff, I will give you no such promise. 
Had I my freedom, and the power to save her 
From her imprisonment, she should be free ; 
That gallant prompt rejoinder saved his life. 
Forthwith, I bade a couple of my men 
Enter his bark, and gave them the direction, 
Back to return unto my other castle, 
Commanding that he should, till my return, 
Be kept strict prisoner, nor allowed to roam. 

Mansart. 
Your suspicions of the lad were not unjust. 

Heinhoff. [anxiotLsly. 

Say, what can have betided, since I left ? 

Mansart 
A gentle voice was hearkened yester night. 
That sang in sweet low plaintive minstrelsy. 
And Ella's voice hath answered in response : 
My fears were roused, the minstrel was not found. 
But we in stricter charge, the lady bound. 

Heinhoff. 
That's somewhat startling, surely, but when we, 
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Bring her to reason, shall we set her jfree, 
Mansart, I will ere long, her prison seek, 
Her haughty spirit I desire to break, 
And from the day that I can call her mine, 
She shall be worshipped as a thing divine. 

[exeunt 



SCENE VL 

The Castle of Lord Heinhoff. An apartment in the 

Castle. 

Dame Ubsula. [alone. 



Ursula, 
[unlocking a cabinet and taking out the Talisman.^ 
I once before, this crescent stone have seen. 
But for one instant only hath it been. 
Alack ! remembrances to my old brain. 
Come for one instant, then depart again, 
I cannot call the place, or time to mind, 
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Oh ! would I could its hidden mystery find, 
For mystery well I know is bound therein, 
Some wicked plot Lord HeinhoiF doth begin, 
Would that I could unwind the secret thread, 
Whereby this riddle might be surely read ! 

[a knock is heard. 
Come in, come in, what wait you for, I pray ? 

[enter an Attendant leading Jerome hy the hand. 

Attendant. 
Unto our charge, my Lord commits this youth. 
By us in strict surveillance to be kept, 
Until he doth return unto his castle ; 
And hear, good dame, he never must go free. 
Nor seek beyond these walls for liberty. 

[exit Attendant. 
Ursula. 
Nay, this is strange indeed, let's look at him, 
I've seen him once before, of that, I'm certain, 

[aside. 
Ha I ha I a clue unto the mystery, 
^Twas in his hand the precious gem I've seen, 
When he our beauteous prisoner hath sought ! 
Should he behold it, he will give some sign. 
To certify to me I am not wrong. 

[alofidy and approaching Jerome. 
Well, boy, you are my prisoner, to be, 
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You will not seek to play the truant, hey ? 

Jerome. 
Alas ! how can I, madam, play the truant ? 
No promises I make, they would be vain, 
When an unjust, and powerful lord, detains me. 

It must needs be, you have oflfended him ? 

Jerome. 

What I have done, would 'twere to do again. 

And I would do it, aye, upon my life ! 

Ursula. [moving on one side. 

Nay, tell me, boy, what wicked deed it was ? 

Jerome. 

\looJcing on the ground^ and dangling his cap in his hand.'] 

Oh Dame ! I sought to free the dearest lady, 

From the vile clutches of the Lord Heinhoff. 

Ursula. 
What, boy, in his own castle, thus you speak ? 

Jerome. [looking up proudly. 

Aye, Dame, ten thousand chances would I run. 

To save her, and to give her liberty, 

And send her on the route to Palestine, 

Whereto she hied her father's life to save ! 

[Jerome sees the Talisman. 

Oh Heavenly Powers ! there is the Talisman ! 

Ursula. [aside. 

Then hath my late conjecture not been false ! 
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[alovd. 
What is that crescent jewel unto thee ? 

Jerome. [kneeling to Ursula. 
Oh every thing to me, and to the lady ! 
Oh save her ! save her ! save her ! I entreat, 
I ask not for my own life, but save her ! 

Ursula. 
What means your speech, boy ? are you mad, in 

[truth ? 
The lady whom you speak of, know I not. 

Jerome^ 
Once to this castle, dame, hath she been brought, 
Now by Lord Heinhoff is she prisoner made. 
Within the frowning castle on the sea. 
Had you the power her freedom to restore. 
Morning and evening on my bended knee, 
I would the Lord God intercede for thee. 
What blessings in your heart you most desire, 
What gifts, what favours, at his hand require. 
From him I'd ask, 
[Jerome rises and presses the hand of Ursula to his lips.^ 

Ah lady ! not in vain, 
Let me my dear petition urge again, 
Had you a son or daughter who should be 
Imprisoned, and deprived of liberty. 
Would you not strive ? 
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Ursula. [with a sigh. 

Alas the day for me ! 
The one sweet flower I called my own is dead ! 

[aside. 
Or worse, from me for ever banished, 
And for this deed, the wretch who l)inds me here, 
And from mine eyes hath forced down many a tear. 
From me a fitting recompense shall gain. 
Lord Heinhoff ! my revenge shall not be vain, 
Aye ! vengeance calls out loudly from the past, 

[ Ursula shakes her finger ominously. 
And, my Lord Heinhoff! it hath come at last ! 

[aloud. 
Boy, thou shalt have this Talisman from me. 
If thou wilt do what I require from thee. 

Jerome. 
Oh thank you, lady ! thank you, from my heart ! 

Ursula. 
The lady shall be free, do you^ your part. 

Jerome. 
Nay, what is it you wish that I should do ? 

Ursula. 
The Pilgrim's path to Palestine pursue. 
The port, ere long, to you I will assign, 
A host who dwelleth there, is friend of mine, 
And fear not, he will take of you good charge, 
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There, too, shall likewise sail the lady's barge, 
I, at my peril, will contrive her flight, 
Jerome, be brave, and all may yet go right ; 
Not far the Sultan's camp is from the shore, 
So there will be few leagues to traverse o'er 
Upon that coast, when you have crossed the sea. 

Jerome, [jtointing to the Talisman. 

The crescent stone would give free pass to me. 

Urmia. 

Thyself shall take that Talisman in hand, 
Yet, fearing some mischance in foreign land. 
Farther, I pray, give heed to my command. 
Each band of wandering pilgrims, every bark 
That comes to port, with sure distinctness mark, 
And thus, the Lady Ella, shall your eye. 
Through all disguises certainly espy. 

Jerome. 

Oh ! thank you, Ursula, oh ! tell me, say. 
How I your kindness ever can repay. 

Urmia. 

Have you not said that you for me would pray ? 
Pray, when thou bendest on thy knee at night. 
Pray, when the morning dawns in roseate light. 
And unobscured by cloud, thy heart is bright, . 
That He who sits in the bright courts above. 
Whose name, the saintly churchmen say, is love, 
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The sins I have committed, will forgive, 

That so, my soul, not doomed to death, may live ; 

[in law voice. 
Ah ! can I dare to bid thee pray for him. 
Who caused that youthful tears mine eyes should 

dim? 
Whose hand wrote early wrinkles on my brow, 
And turned to vanity each solemn vow ? 
Who filled my loving heart with vengeftJ scorn, 
And bade me curse the day that I was bom ? 
[Urstda presses the cross of Lady Ella to her lips."] 

[aloud* 
The cross hath conquered, kneel thou boy to pray, 
The blood of Christ may wash his sins away, 
That no dark trace remain upon the judgment day ! 

Jerome. 
Ay, madam, I will seek to do your will. 
So may the Lord my own hearths wish fulfil. 

Ursula. 
For a short space you shall a prisoner be. 
Come to your chamber boy, and follow me. 

[exeunt. 
Ursula. [returning alone. 

A power surpassing armed might must be, 
Champion for us to gain the victory ; 
Should Heinhoff aught suspect, full fifty men, 
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Though now concealed^ would reappear again. 

[a pause, with energy. 
There is one power from whom I aid may claim, 
But silence I here I dare not breathe his name. 
For hu alone the dauntless power to bind 
The man who fears no other of his kind I 



SCENE vn. 



The Cottage. Jocaste alone. 
Time. — late evening. 



Jocaste. 
Too long I've led this solitary life, 
Why home retumeth not my little Jerome ? 
The lady may be beautiful, 'tis true ; 
But I, her coming hitherward, shall rue, 
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If she, his love doth so far put to test, 

As guide to keep him at her own behest ; 

lie is the only son of my one child, 

A spirit pure in heaven, and undefilcd 

By earthly stain or passion, and this lad 

Is all now left on earth to make my old heart glad. 

Would he were come — ^hark ! hark ! a tap I hear. 

Along the ground a shadow doth appear. 

Come in, come in — ^what wait you for, I pray ? 

[enter Jerome in a pilgrims dress. 
Jerome, 
Ay ! grandmother, I will, without delay. 

Jocdste. 
What, Jerome I clad in strange disguise I trow. 
Yet come, as come thou wilt, I'm glad 'tis thou ! 
I would not spare thee, boy, another day ; 
But Jerome, take that strange garb off — I pray. 
And tell me how the lady fared at last, 
Ay^ since you left me, tell me what hath passed. 

Jerome, 
{^putting his arm round his grandmother. "] 
Alack ! dear grandmother, from our own home, 
For many and many a day, I yet must roam ; 
Your kind permission will you give to me ? 

Jocaste. 
What ! that thou once again a wanderer be ? 
1 cannot, boy, I cannot give it thee. 
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Jetome. 
Ah mother ! the poor lady freed by me, 
When from Lord Heinhoffs chain I stole the key, 
Is trapped again, and prisoner made by him, 
And I've engaged to peril life and limb 
In her behalf — and set her once more free. 
And I am come to say farewell to thee. 

Joca%te. 
What means the lad ? Oh ! Jerome, I entreat,. 
You go on no such errand, — 'tis not meet, 
A child who fifteen summers scarce hath told, 

Jerome. {interrupting^ 

Counted by years — I know I am not old. 
Yet like the mouse that knawed the lion's net. 
To set him free — I can do something yet, 

{yohispering. 
I may not speak aloud, e'en unto thee. 
Of the commission given unto me. 
To go to Palestine, beyond the sea. 
Nor may I breathe the name of her who gave 
This crescent stone to me, and o'er the wave, 
[Jerome shows the Talisman to his grandmother^ and then 

secretes it in his vest.^ 
Bids me prepare to fly with instant speed. 
And in my pilgrimage to take good heed. 
Lest I be prisoner made by HeinhofFs men, 
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And ne'er to my own home return again ; 
Therefore would I proceed without delay, 
And as a minstrel boy pursue my way, 
Thus shall I time beguile, and the disguise 
Will screen me from the glance of searching eyes ; 
For as I track my way, I must beware. 

Jocaste. 
[pointing with her finger towards a lute that hung on the 

wall.l 

The lute your father loved, that hangs up there, 
Take with you, child, be blessings on your head, 
And may, ere long, your steps be homeward led. 

Jocaste. [embraces Jerome in tears. 

Be blessings on you boy, where'er you go. 
May you be ever safe from harmful foe. 
Safe from the dangers of the stormy deep. 
And safe from bandits that by night time creep. 
Safe in thy simple trusting heart of love. 
And safe, watched over by the Grod above ! 
You will return again — ^nay, promise me. 
You will not ever more a wanderer be ? 
Your grandmother will have but dreary time. 
Until you home return from foreign clime. 

Jerome. [half sobbing. 

Ah grandmother, I scarce have power to speak ! 
I'm strong in spirit, but, the flesh is weak. 
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I would be with you every day and nighty 
I would be with you in the morning light, 
I would be with you, when, o'er evening sky,. 
The bright j»d clouds in the horizon lie. 
But then, alas I perchance would mutdered be 
The beauteous lady ! 

Jocaste. 

Then, farewell to thee, 
Go, go, my child, if 'tis the Lwd's good will. 
Yet evermore my heart is with thee stills 

Jerome. 

Then grandmother, to thee I say farewell. 
Still think of me when chimes the vesper belly-- 
And should I home return not, should the sod 
That lieth o'er me, by strange feet be trod. 
Then think, to little Jerome up in Heaven, 
An angel robe by the good God is given. 
And when you hear for children toll the bell, 
Your heart will whisper it is Jerome's knell ! 

Jocmte. [taking a long embrace. 

Oh Jerome, Jerome, it will break my heart, . 
With thee, my only child's child, thus to part! 

Jerome, 

Nay, mother, weep not, lute within my hand,. 
I shall go forth as minstrel through the land,. 
With faithful spirit, if not joyous heart, 
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Not joyous, grandmother, with thee to part, 
Yet trusting, some time in the future day. 
With thee, thy grandchild ever more shall stay. 
Jerome tears himself from his grandmother j mounts a 
ohatTy takes down his father's lute^ and departs.^ 

Jocaste. [weeping. 

I fear alas ! it is high heaven^s decree. 
That I my Jerome never more shall see. 
Hard work 'twill be at rise and set of sun, 
To say from my old heart " God's will be done." 

[a pause, enter a pilgrim. 
Jocaste. 
Ha I who comes here ? with travel sore opprest, 
A pilgrim, who hath need methinks of rest. 
There, sit you down upon this oaken chair. 

Pilgrim. 
I thank you dame, pray can you tell me where 
The castle of Lord Freedman may be found ? 
For I, a stranger, thitherward am bound. 

Jocaste. 
'Tis many a league from this, but you in vain. 
Will seek Lord Freedman^ — far across the main. 
To fight the Saracen, he left, I trow. 

Pilgrim. 
I know it, honest dame, as well as thou ; 
But doth not Lady Ella there abide. 
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Nor there good Father Clement still reside ? 

Jocaste. [solemnly. 

The Father Clement lives to God alone, 
Dust hath returned to dust, the spirit flown, 
His days are numbered, and his race is run. 
For him will never dawn a morrow's sun. 

[opening the door. 
Look this way, sir, beyond, a good stone's throw, 
Where flowers are springing and where tall trees 

[grow; 
Within the earth, beneath yon yew tree's shade, 
Are the remains of Father Clement laid. 

Pilgrim, 
Oh, Gracious Heaven ! What ! do you speak the 

[truth? 
Jocdste. 
Upon my life, sir pilgrim — in good sooth. 

Pilgrim, 
But tell me, where can Lady Ella be ? 

Jocaste. 
In Heinhoff's tower that stands upon the sea, 
A captive is she, would that she were free ! 
For he is vengeful, and, when passion works, 
Within his heart a dark fiend ever lurks. 
And spurs him on to do his wicked will. 
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PUgrim. 
Hath not Lord Freedman some retainers stilly 
Left in his castle ? 

Jociiste. 

A poor dame like me, 
Can tell you naught sir ; many a league there be 
T'ween the Lord Freedman's castle, and this spot, 
Of him, or his retainers, know I not, 
Thence come few travellers on this route, I wot. 

Ptlgritn. 
I have heard you tell your tale, now listen mine, 
I come o'er sea and land from Palestine, 
From the Lord Freedman, hitherward am sent, 
And to his castle are my footsteps bent, 
A ransom to procure, and for a friend, 
A gem that his imprisonment would end. 

Jocaste. {aside. 

Ah ! now the truth is flashing on my mind, 

[aloud. 
Sir, you will never that same crescent find — 

[aside. 
Hist ! Jerome bade me give no hint, or word. 
That I of this same crescent e'er have heard. 

\aloud. 
I know no more, but wend sir, on your way. 
And find out if my words are truth, I pray. 
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Pilgrim. 
These are strange tidings, straight I will depart, 
I thank you dame, I thank you, from my heart. 
And now, for Freedman's castle, — so, farewell, 
The hour is late — if true yon distant bell. 

\,Exeunt. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. 

The Scene is laid near Jerusalem. 

The Sultan's camp. 

A Prison in which Ernest is confined. 



Ernest. 
Alas ! how changeful is our destiny ! 
Now death my fate most certainly will be. 
If he, on my behalf, by Freedman sent, 
His steps hath not with all due promptness bent 
My Talisman to seek ; and then were vain. 
My heart's deep wish to see, Ah ! once again, 
The lady of my love, whose beauty still. 
With its pure light my inmost soul doth fill ! 
Ah ! dear, dear lady, I in peace should die. 
Resigned at least within my grave could lie. 
If well I knew with mine, thy tender thought. 
As minCj with thy remembrance, were fraught ! 
But yet ! Ah yet ! Oh spare me, spare, good Lord ! 
And let not this petition be unheard. 
Give me to see my angel once again. 
Nor hopelessly such strong wish entertain ! 
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l^The door is opened, and Lord Freedman is conducted into 

the prison. 
Ernest. 
Whom do I see ? What thou ! Lord Freedman, 

Lhere ? 
Alas ! and like myself in durance drear ? 

[a pause. 
The messenger ? Is he returned again ? 

[exit jailo7\ 
Dreedman. 
He hath, alas ! his embassy is vain ; 
I do not wish in my great grief, your heart, 
Should take, dear friend, a sympathizing part. 
Therefore I will be silent : let us die. 
And give our thoughts to an Eternity ! 

Ernest, 
Say what hath chanced ? 

Freedman. [deeply affected. 

The messenger I sent. 
Who to my castle straight his steps hath bent. 
Thence found my child, my daughter Ella, fled, 
And Father Clement, he hath heard, was dead ; 
In humble cot he died, while on his way 
With Ella to the coast, the people say. 

Ernest. 
Alas ! and of the Lady Ella, sir ? 
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Freedman. 

I would be silent, yet must speak of her ; 
In my Lord Heinhoff's castle on the sea, 
Ernest, she is deprived of liberty ! 
So runs the rumour. Oh my darling child ! 
Would from my home, I ne'er had been beguiled ; 
Secret and stealthy was the cunning plan, 
Formed to delude her by that wretched man : 
So secret, that my men sought long, in vain. 
To find some trace of her, and oft again 
Returned on bootless errand, till at last. 
An aged woman, by whose cot they passed. 
The truth hath told, but powerless they be. 
Lord Heinhoff yields not Ella save to me ! 
Ah ! Ernest, I should sink in deep despair. 
Did I not know she had protector there ! 

\Lord Freedman points upward. 
There ! in the heavens above, who faileth not. 
Who rules our earthly, as our heavenly lot. 
Though my heart sinks within me. Him I trust, 
The power of flesh. He trampleth in the dust. 
The weak He maketh strong, the prisoner, free. 

Ernest 

Oh ! from my heart of hearts, I feel for thee ! 
That wretched man, alas ! I know too well ! 
Would I had power to break his cursed spell ! 
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Would I could burst these manacles, and flee, 
And give the captive angel liberty ! 

[enter jailor. 
Jailor. 
I, from the Sultan have received my orders, 
And this, sir prisoners, hath been his command. 
Four times seven suns shall dawn upon our land. 
Ere to his court, conducted you will be. 
His sentence to receive, whereby, set free 
From this lone dungeon, and from earthly bond, 
Your souls will seek the bliss that lies in realms 
beyond. 

IVeedman. 
Unto the Great Ordainer's will, we bow ; 
His instruments are men, and such art thou ! 

[exit jailor. 
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SCENE n. 



A chamler in the castle of Lord Heikhoff into which 
the light of day scarcely penetrates. Ella is alone ^ her 
heod leaning on her handj her arm resting on the iahle^ 
near to which she is sitting. 



Ella. 

Ah ! when will this imprisonment be o'er ? 
Methinks that death alone will end my sorrow, 
And I shall die, and no one know my fate ; 
The wicked lord who holds me in subjection, 
Cannot be moved by prayers, or by entreaties, 
E'en should I condescend to pray to him, 
The which I will not : rather would I die. 

[^The door opens. 
Ah ! who is he disturbs my solitude ? 
Alas ! the dreadful man I fear to see 1 

Heinhoff. [enter Lord Heinhoff. 

Now, Lady Ella, surely well you know, 
That they who Heinhoff' s dread resentment brave. 
Must be prepared the consequence to take. 
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JElla. [risinff with dignity. 
Your language is inexplicable, sir ! 

Heinhoff. [kneeling. 

Ah ! Lady Ella, I to thee can pray, 
I, who scarce ever yet have bent the knee, 
Can kneel and pray as abject slave to thee ; 
The very ground on which you tread, I swear, 
To me is consecrate, and every hair 
That binds your brow, is sa Jd in my sight. 
Where you are, is my day, where you are not, my 

[night. 
Ella. 
If you desire to prove regard for me, 
Give me this instant, sir, my liberty. 
Alas ! I scarcely comprehend the word 
That from your lips, e'en now, mine ear hath heard ; 
How have I roused your wrath ? I pray, explain, 
Cause for resentment still I seek in vain ; 
What is the cause ? 

Heinhoff. 
Oh I such dread cause, as thou, 
With that pure light encircling thy brow, 
Can'st not imagine, or perchance, conceive. 

Ella. 
Yea, more, Lord Heinhoff, scarce I can believe ! 
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Heinhoff. [rising in fury. 

What ! not believe me when I say — a prey 
Long have I been to cursed jealousy, 
That every glance of kindness cast by thee 
On one I late saw in thy company, 
To me was worse than scorpion in my heart, 
Inflicting there the venom of its dart. 

Ella. 

What is to thee, I pray, my father's friend ? 

HeinJioff. 

A dastard wretch, whom I to death could send 
With right good heart : so Ella, hear me still. 
You see me now spurred on against my will, 
By direst hatred, would you me could know 
In softer moments, when aflfection's glow, 
My spirit kindles ! in my heart I feel 
Love that to thee I never can reveal, 
Love, centred all on thee, that could be taught, 
And tamed and in subjection brought ; 
Ah lady Ella ! would it were my lot. 
To hear thee whisper, " I reject thee not ! 
I trust, believe thee, and will strive to say. 
Lord Heinhoff I perchance may love one day" — 
Back shoulds't thou be conducted to thy home, 
From which in such strange fashion thou didst roam; 
In almost regal splendour should be led, 
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The beauteous lady I desire to wed. 

Ella. 
Ah ! do not with unwarrantable aim, 
From me, what I can ne'er bestow, sir, claim ; 
Not wealth, not honour, nor of birth the pride, 
The course of pure afltection e'er can guide ; 
Ah ! sir, bethink you, to yourself be true I 
I ask but this, I claim no more from you. 

[retreating. 
I cannot love you, 'tween yourself and me. 
Perchance might strife and altercation be ; 
Love is the law the angelic hosts obey. 
Love rules the spirit in these bonds of clay. 
But not wild passion, fury such as thine. 
The love of which I dream, sir, is divine. 
That bows in silence to supreme decree. 
And is content to love, all silently ; 
Love's image dwelling in the inmost heart, 
And there enshrined, thence never more can part. 

\a pame. 
Sir, should you now allow me to proceed. 
And from my prison fetters to be freed, 
I, from my heart should bless you, and should say, 
Perchance in future time may come a day. 
When my Lord HeinhofF truly will repent 
He held me once in dark imprisonment. 
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Hdnhoff. [passionately. 

Nay, lady, there can ne'er arrive that day, 
I cannot bid you forth upon your way. 
And say, be now the hated Ernest's bride. 
And let our paths for ever more divide. 

mia. 

If 'tis my heart that you do ask from me, 
A strange request, since I have been by thee 
Beset and captured, made the sport and play 
Of adverse circumstance and destiny. 
Know this, I cannot give it thee, my lord ; 
If me you love, be my petition heard. 
Open your castle gates, and say, " be free," 
This all I ask, this all require from thee. 

Heinhof. \in fury. 

Hear me then, once for all, you scorn my hand, 
Contemptuously have treated the demand, 
Made in all lowliness upon my knee, 
To be protector, Ella, unto thee, 
The consequence, then listen, and no power 
Can e'er avert the storms that o'er thee lower. 
Beneath these castle walls, thy last long sleep, 
Shall be in dungeon, dark, and dense, and deep, 
Where never penetrates the light of day, 
And scarce in which reverberations stray ; 
No voice of thine shall reach the upper air. 
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Ella, you know your doom, forthwith prepare ; 
When tolls the midnight bell upon your ear, 
Kneel down and pray, for your death hour is near ! 

Mia. [raising her hand solemnly. 
This time your bidding shall be promptly done, 
Well knowing that when next the morning sun 
O'er earth arises, I, in heavenly sphere, 
Shall be removed beyond all doubt and fear. 
Ah ! welcome then to me, your midnight bell. 
Henceforth of time, the thrice thrice-welcome knell I 

[exit Lord Heinhoff. 
Ella, [kneeling down despondingly. 
Alas I what fate is now reserved for me ? 
Oh Lord above I my heart craves strength from thee I 
For I am weak, although my words were brave, 
Stretch out Thy gracious arm, thy child to save ! 
Oh ! would some pitying angel might descend. 
And with his shadowy pinions, me defend 
From the dread power of this infuriate lord. 
Addressed to whom, is vain, all prayerful word. 

[rising wildly. 
Come death ! Oh come ! Come swiftly ! bear me^ 

hence ! 
Seal down mine eye-lids ! close each earthly sense I 
That so upon my soul may dawn heaven's light, 
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Oh come, and snatch me from these realms of night j 

[Overpowered by her emotions Ella sinks doton upon a 

conchy covering her face with her hands. '\ 



SCENE IIL 

The Cottage. Jocaste. 
The hour. — late twilight. 



Jocaste. 

On leaden wing flies time, since my dear child, 

On venturous path from home hath been beguiled, 

Some spirit whispers he will ne'er return, 

To see him though my old heart fondly yearn. 

[a shadow passes swiftly across the ground.^ 

Jocaste. [rises* 

Ah ! say whose figure hath so swiftly past. 
That scarce a lingering shadow it hath cast ? 
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Of late I've seen it once, nay, twice before, 
Across the path that fronts our cottage door ; 
On horseback was the man, the tramp was light, 
And swift hath passed the sound as well as sight. 

[musinff. 
Conjecture make I, it alone can be 
The wondrous man — Glenarvon — is it he ? 
The people speak his name with trembling feaXy 
And start when but his shadow doth appear ; 
'Tis said, he holds commune with higher sphere, 
That e'en the spirits in celestial land. 
Obey his call, and hearken his command ; 
I have heard it said, in truth, the neighbours tell^ 
The hardiest wretch his spirit glance can quell, 
That e'en Lord Heinhoff owns no other spell 
That can his wild infuriate passions tame. 
Or check his wrath, or change his guilty aim ; 
The truth he seeks for, and in darkest nighty 
He bids to shine Tair stars of glorious light. 
I long to see him, yet my heart would quake. 
My utterance fail me, and my old limbs shake. 
Were he to come near me in this lone place. 
When scarce of glimmering light, a ray we trace ; 
They say, upon the mountains oft by night. 
He holds commime with spirits robed in light. 
And on white charger o'er the hills doth roam. 



120 THE TAUSlfAN. 

The rocky mountain-cave alone, his home ! 

[Jocaste rises. 
Again, &g^9 there comes a steed this way, 
A travelling pilgrim near our porch doth stay, 
[il stranger on a white charger^ stops at the cottage door. \ 

Stranger. 
Tell me, I pray you, nor in doubtful word, 
If there be truth in what I late have heard. 
Within Lord Heinhoffs castle on the sea. 
Is Lady Ella prisoner ? can it be ? 

Jocaste. 
Yes, truth it is indeed, for me sad truth. 
On her behalf hath Jerome left, good sooth. 

Stranger. 
With crescent stone I have been told, in hand, 
He journeys on towards the Holy Land ? 

Jocaste. 
Ay, sir, you speak the truth I 

Stranger. 

God grant there be 
Still time to set the Lady Ella free ! 

Jocaste. 
Ah sir, she is so gentle, loving, too, 
The Heavens themselves, methinks would favour you 
With such blest aim — ^had you the lady seen. 
Ere this within yon castle you had been ! 



THE TALI8MAK. 121 

Stranger, 
[drawing up the reins of his white charger.^ 
Then Lord, good Lord, grant me thy Wessed aid, 
That power tyrannic in the dust be laid, 
That innocence from traitor art be fi'eed, 
Woman, farewell, — on, on, my trusty steed. 

[exit stranger. 
Jocaste. 
Was that Glenarvon ? Angels of the light ! 
For on .more blessed youth I ne'er cast sight, 
His brow, his eyes and waving hair have been, 
Alone through evening's shadowy darkness seen. 
So earnest was his speech — so gentle — sad. 
It made me sorrowful — ^yet made me glad ; 
The good God guideth him, whoe'er he be. 
Oh would that he may set the lady free I 
Hard task 'twill be to burst the iron gate 
Of Heinhoff's castle — all things yield to fate, 
Or strong, or powerless be they — soon or late ! 
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SCENE IV. 

Hbinhopf's CasUe, 

Time,— Night. 

Andre' ia leaning i^on a hahutrade that overlooks (he eea. 



Andr^. 
[soliloquizing in a louy voice. 
My lord requires dark dealings at my hand, 
Imperative is ever his command, 
He gives me credit for small share of wit. 
Bids me bo silent when he thinketh fit ; 
Look like the gentle lamb, yet do his will. 
And his commands, whatever they be, fulfil. 
The lady is to be conveyed away 
Where death alone will keep her company, 
*Tis my belief; alas ! 'twould break my heart, 
To think that I in her death could have part ; 
Would I were leagues away, with honest men. 
In humblest home, so not in this dark den. 
Where honesty must hide her head, for shame. 
And powerless yield to other's will, her claim. 

By some strange chance am I this blessed night, 
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Sole guardian of the castle keep, till light. 
The rest of Heinhoff's men are far away, 
Or will return not till the break of day. 
Therefore am I the warder of the tower ; 
Yet were an angel in this self same hour, 
To bid me throw the portal open wide. 
By all the saints I he should not be denied ; 
If lie the Lady Ella sought to free, 
The trait Vous act were swiftly wrought by me ; 
But midnight swift advanceth, and no power, 
Can save her when the bell tolls forth that hour I 

[a pause. 
Ah ! what is it afar off that mine eye 
With keenest glance can on the wave descry ? 
Now, in the moonlight glimmering, then, anon. 
Obscured in shadow dark — 'tis lost and gone ; 
Steers it across the wave ? or toward this bay. 
Is the small craft advancing on its way ? 
I know not yet, but powerful and strong 
The arm must be, impelling it along ; 
Nearer it cometh, and this old grey tower 
It will have gained, ere passeth one short hour : 
One man, and only one, within I see, 
The angel come to set the prisoner free ! 
Thus whispereth my heart ! [Andr^ kneels down. 

Oh God of love ! 
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Be this thy Angel sent down from above, 
Deliverance to bring — when else were vain, 
All other aid to break the captive's chain ! 

[rising. 
Nearer he comes ! still nearer ! Ill descend, 
And, my surmise not vain, assistance lend ; 
With speed, yet gentleness, the door unbar, 
That so no sound may echo from afar ! 
\after glancing round with some trepidation^ Andr^. noise- 

lessly descends.^ 
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SCENE V. 

The apartment in Heinhoff's castle where Lady Ella 

is confined. 



Ella. [solemnly/. 

My trust is now in Heaven, from that far land, 
The Father Clement stretcheth forth his hand, 
With aid divine to lead me unto him, 
When with death's shadows these poor eyes are dim ; 
On earth, my bourne was to the Holy Land, 
To arrive in safety there, my sole demand ; 
The Holy Land is still the place of rest. 
Wherein, no more by wicked men opprest, 
From persecution I shall be set free. 
To dwell with Christ, the Lord, eternally ! 

[enter Lord Heinhoff. 
Ueinhoff. 
Tell me, art thou my prisoner to be, 
Or saint who claims my heart's idolatry ? 
Do you reject me when I bend the knee ? 
Do you reject me when I pray to thee ? 
Swift, swift, and make response without delay I 
The midnight bell will ring your destiny. 
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And minsy young lady ! Its low measured toll, 
Will soon proclaim that you have reached life's goal, 
Or that you live both for yourself and me. 
On earth, an honoured pure Divinity I 

mia. 

[retreating and shuddering. 

I am not worthy of celestial rite, 
I am no saint enskied in heavenly light, 
Yet, though no saint, I should require that he, 
In whom my heart had confidence, should be 
No passionate barbarian, who still 
In vengeance strove to execute his will; 
The heart but answereth the heart, my lord. 
And, had a marble statue heart, your word, 
On it, would make like impress, as on mine. 
Save that with grief my heart is filled for thine. 
Nay, horror, dread, and anguish, are alone. 
The terms to make its hidden feelings known; 
Oh my Lord Heinhoff 1 would that you knew aught, 
Of the pure doctrine Christ his followers taught I 
I am a child alone in that blest lore. 

Heinhoff. [aside. 

My passion riseth more, still more, and more. 
By Heaven ! she'll drive me mad I 

[turning passionately to Ella. 
Not yet doth sound the bell, 
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That solemnly will toll thy midnight knell 1 
Kneel down and pray ! 

[pointing to a trap door. 
Behold the secret tomb 
That will envelope thee in life-long gloom ! 

Mia. 
[in an agony of terror^ kneeling down with clasped hands.^ 

Oh Lord, my God 1 whatever my fate may be, 
Let thy supporting arm be cast round me 1 
[Heinhoff rushes towards Ella, buty at this moment^ 
a dooTy hitherto invisible is opened^ and Glenarvon 
appears ; terrified and aghast j Heinhoff retreats j while 
Ella utters a cry of thankfulness. '\ 

Glenarvon. 
[waving the wand that he carries in his hand."] 
I have heard the spirit summons. 
In my lonely mountain cave. 
And the whispering voice I followed, 
Led me o'er the billowy wave. 
For it told the aid was needed. 
That makes earthly tyrants quail. 
And the proudest warrior tremble. 
Though encased in coat of mail I 
[looking fixedly at Lord Heinhoff ^ while the midnight bell 

is heard tolling though the castle^ 
By a power which thine surpasseth. 
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Ere doth cease the midnight bell, 

I, Lord HeinhofF, cast around thee, 

Spirit charm, and potent spell ; 

Airy bands thy limbs entwining, 

Stronger are than rods of brass, 

O'er this line of demarcation, 

Thou, Lord Heinhoff, canst not pass ! 

[with his wand Glenarvon draws a line through the air.^ 

Hark ! the air is softly winnowed, 

And Behold ! at my command, 

Spirits from celestial regions. 

Leave awhile the blessed land 1 

And through them, this tower will render 

Its dread secrets, hid till now, 

Yet, not unrepealed before, 

Who hath known them ? HeinhoflF, thou ! 

[Terror-driken^ cmd toith clasped hcmds^JjOKD Hetshotf gaees in 
gUence upon the visions called v/phy {he power of Glenabyon.] 

The spirit of a youth hy name Lenardo gradually rises, rov/nd his 
pale interesting counterumce, cl/agter da/rh lochs tinged hy a golden Ught 

Spirit. 
HeinhoflF, unsuspecting aught, 
Here was I a prisoner made I 
Here thy voice deceitful lured me 1 
Here was I to death betrayed ! 

\jthe spirit of Lenardo gradually disappears,^ 
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The spirit of a heautifuL madden nuioeeds, whose lovely cou/ntenance 
is overshadowed hy cLiutering locks of golden hair. 

Spirit 
Speak aloud, ye dashing billows, 
This dark castle that surround, 
Tell, that in your gloomy caverns, 
Eva hath a corpse been found, 
Speak ! Lord Heinhoff, you know well 
When hath tolled my funeral knell ! 

The spirit of Eva gradually disappears, and is succeeded hy a 
spirit, in ihe likeness of a venerable Orusader, hy name Binaldo. 

Spirit. 

HeinhoflF, in the blessed regions, 

I, Glenarvon's summons heard, 

There, resoundetli from the earthland. 

Every low and whispered word, 

And the golden gates have opened. 

And on swift wing I have fled. 

To the spot, where once. Lord HeinhoflF, 

Thou hast left me, cold and dead I 

Oh remember 1 me remember ! 

I have warned 'gainst evil deed. 

There's a record kept up yonder. 

Of each victim that doth bleed ! 

\{he spirit of {he old crusader disappea/rs,'\ 

Glenarvon. {opening the door. 
HeinhoflF, thou art dumb and powerless, 

K 
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Held beneath a potent spell. 

[to Ella. 
Thou art prisoner no longer, 
Lady Ella fare thee well ! 
Fearlessly thy way pursue, 
Thy course, no tndt'rous hand will stay, 
While I linger in this castle, 
All within, my power obey ; 
Yet a word will I say to thee, 
Ere thy bark sails on the sea. 
Go in £aith, and nothing doubting, 
If a victor thou would'st be 1 
Go 1 in chains thy Father lingers, 
Thou alone his life can'st save, 
Go ! young Ernest is in prison, 
Though the clouds are dark, be brave, 
There hath one before thee ventured, 
With thy Talisman in hand, 
Faithfully he waiteth for thee, 
Waiteth in the Holy Land ! 

[ent Lady Mia. 
[Heinhoffj terror-stricJcm and affhasij dare scarcely ram 
his eyes to Glenarvon^ who keeps him spell-hound hy his 
glance^ until the scene gradually changes^ 
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SCENE VL 

Afier flying with speed down the winding stairs^ Ella reaches the 
creek in safety, where a hark is moored, in which Andrb' is seated. 



Andr^. \in a whispering voice. 
Oh heaven be praised ! The lady is in safety ! 

Ella. 
Oh wondrous man ! Oh miracle divine ! 
Oh what a blest deliverance from death ! 

Ella, 
[enters the boat in silence^ apparently overpowered hy her 

emotion^ 
\Andr4 pushes the boat off from the strand.'] 

Ella. 
What sovereign helper in my utmost need, 
Hath me from Heinhoff's power so swiftly freed ? 
Godlike in power, seraphic in his mien. 
Ere this in human dwellings hath he been ? 

Andr^. 
But rarely, lady ; from his mountain home, 
Not oft Glenarvon to the plain doth roam. 
Yet when he doth, by all is owned his power, 
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And men have named him ^^ Grenius of the horn*/' 

So prompt his heart to feel, his hand to save ; 

Spirits of air he summons, of the wave ; 

'Tis said the book of £Ette that he can read. 

Ella. 
He hath been firiend to me in hour of need, 

And I shall Wess his name. Now Andr^, swift, pro- 
ceed, [.the hark glides out of sight 
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SCENE vn 

The envirans of Jaffa. 
Beneath a tree by the road-sidey Jerome is discoveredy 
lying apparently insensible. — Lady Ella, preceded by a 
band ofpilgrims^ passes over the stage. 



Ella. 
Stay, dear companions, heard you not that sigh ? 
Upon the cold cold ground, a youth doth lie 
Extended, who well nigh appears to be 
Lifeless and helpless, stay awhile with me. 

\tJie band of pilgrims disappear. 
Ah ! they have all proceeded on their way. 
Then I myself alone with him will stay ; 
Still beats the ebbing pulse, he is not dead. 
Thanks to the Lord who here my steps hath led ; 

[Ella raises the head of the youths 
His features well I know, ha I can it be ? 
Say, is it Jerome ? Yes, alas ! 'tis he ! 
Though death, ere long, his characters will write 
On that fair brow, and oyershade the light 
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Of the bright eye, I know him, ah, too well ! 
Yet speak, dear Jerome, with thy own lips tell 
It is no other than thyself, alas ! 
Say, how such fearful chance hatli come to pass ! 

Jerome. [opening his eyes. 
Ah Lady Ella ! God is gracious still ! 

Now mourn I not, since it hath been His will 

In thy arms I should take my last long rest, 

For thus to die, dear lady, I am blest, 

And from my heart I bless Him, not in vain 

Hath been my pilgrimage across the main ; 

Ah lady, I, for many and many a day. 

Have sought tlie harbour, sought each creek and bay. 

And with a watchful eye, have taken note 

Of every masted ship, of every boat. 

At mom or even that therein might float. 

Still seeking thee, in fond expectant hope ; 

And, when a tiny bark might vainly cope 

With the strong billows, and beneath the wave. 

Sank boat, sank crew, and none were there to save, 

Down sank my heart likewise in deep despair, 

Whispering, the Lady Ella may be there ! 

And now, in truth and deed, you are here, at last. 

And fears are over, and wild doubts are past I 

Not every fear, — ^like lion in his lair. 

Lord HeinhofF prowleth near, and so, beware ; 
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Within my vest your Talisman you'll find, 
And sometimes bear poor Jerome in your mind. 
The gem by Ursula to me was given, 
Whose heart for your sad fate was deeply riven. 

Ella. 

The old dame Ursula, then, proved my friend I 
Oh Lord above I to her protection lend ; 
At her own peril she hath given me aid. 
And how by me can such debt be repaid I 

Jerome. 

Her love for you hath overcome her fear ; 
Ah Lady ! from her eye fell many a tear. 
When she hath placed your gem within my hand, 
And forthwith bade me seek the Holy Land. 

Ella. [weeping^ 

Ah ! Jerome, faithful heart, scarce dream I now 
Of my own bliss ; — and tell me, tell me how 
In such sad strait as this, I find thee here, 
Wert thou overwearied, and no refuge near ? 
If thou hast strength to tell, I long to hear. 

Jerome. 
Then listen, lady, — ^^gainst yon branching tree^ 
Whose knarled roots with green moss covered be, 
Beneath the shade I rested me an hour, 
To shield me from the sun-light's glowing power; 
And likewise, every pilgrim to descry, 
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Whose onward route upon that road might lie^ 

[ffosping. 
Brief be my word, in the mean garb arrayed 
Of humble Friar, Lord Heinhoff halt hath made 
Beneath tlie selfsame tree, — ^I knew the man, 
And when his eye orer my features ran. 
He also me hath known : so fierce his word, 
I trembled with each syllable I heard, 
And, with a lightening spring, I clomb the tree, 
From his wild fury deeming I was free ; 
Alas ! the attempt to save my life, was yain, 
The branch to which I clung, he cut in twain, 
And on the ground it fell, since then, I've lain 
In mortal stupor. 

Ella. 

[raising her hand solemnly. 
The dread stroke of fate, 
Jerome, on him will fisJl, or soon or late ! 

tfefome. 
[lajfinff Us hand tenderly an EUa* 
Ah dearest, dearest lady, say not so, 
For Gk)d hath willed that I should thus lie low, 
'Tis He Himself, your wand'ring footsteps led 
Into this path, securely hence to tread, . 
Until the camp of Saladin you gain, 
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And entrance through your Talisman obtain. 

[gasping J more and more. 
I, from my heart, the cruel lord forgive, 
Though, for one reason, fain I yet would live; 
My dear old grandmother, I ne'er shall see, 
And well I know, alas I she'll weep for me ; 
Ah I take her from me, lady, words of love, 
Tell her, for her I wait in realms above; 
Our pretty green fields, and our forest trees. 
That make sweet music when the evening breeze 
Sweeps gently past, I would have seen once more. 
The lambs, too, feeding near our cottage door. 
But now I grieve not, that sweet dream is o'er : 
{looking up while a bright smile passes over his countenance^ 

and his voice becomes fainter and fainter.^ 
The darkness passeth, and beyond the cloud. 
That did this mortal vision late enshroud, 
A bright light shineth, lady, fare thee well, 
Joy Cometh of the which no tongue can tell ! 

[Jerome dies, 
Ella. 
Alas ! he's gone, my tears will not raise him. 
His hand is cold, his eye is dark and dim, 
Within his heart, life's pulse will beat no more, 
And all life's joys and griefs for him are o'er ; 
Would I had peace ! but no, that cannot be, 
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He hath his young life yielded up for me ; 
Oh grief! thou art fiu: bitterer than death, 
Would Heaven had Jerome spared, and ta'en my 

breath ; 
With my own hand, I'll tend his lifeless clay, 
And in sequestered spot his ashes lay ; 
O'er his lone grave shall sweet birds droop their 

wing. 
And pause awhile, low plaintive notes to sing ; 
There, shall the murmuring wind, his requiem bear. 
And the sweet wild flowers shed their perfume there ; 
Or passing stranger wandering alone, 
Give the heart's tribute unto " one unknown," 
Alas ! dear faithful Jerome, fare thee well ! 
No word of mine hath power my grief to tell. 

[to a Wayfarer who passes. 
Sir, would you kindly give to me your aid. 
To find a spot where this youth may be laid. 
By savage hand to death he hath been brought, 
And thus my heart with grief for him is fraught ; 
Oh, sir, have pity ! hearken to my word ! 
Nor unregarded be the stranger heard. 

Wayfarer. 

Most willingly I'll strive to give some aid, 
Alas ! what grievous fate to death betrayed 
This youthful minstrel ? Ah ! alone he seems 
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Cradled in slumber's sweet seraphic dreams : 
Not far from this, 'neath shadowy linden tree, 
For the departed, fitting tombs there be. 
Myself will bear him thither — ^follow me. 
{exit Wayfarer hearing the hody of Jerome^ followed by 

Ella.] 



SCENE vm. 

IVie environs of Jerusalem. 
Ladvt Ella, in minstrel's attire. 



Ella. 
My footsteps border on the Sultan's camp, 
I must be wary, if refused admittance. 
My Talisman will prove sufficient passport. 

[enter Heinhoff in the garb of a mendicant friar.'] 

Heinhoff. 
Have pity upon me, I beseech thee. 
Charity, lady, charity ! 
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Mia. 
What, do you ask an alms from me, good friar, 
Who, as petitioner, must shortly crave 
A boon for mine own self? 

Heinhoff. [aside. 

Speak to her I must, and yet, I scarce know how ! 

[alotui. 
Lady Ella I 

Ulla. [starting in terror. 

Ha ! do you know my name ? 
Heinho>f. 
I entreat thee — do not fear me. 

Mia. [retreating. 

Oh coward ! coward 1 ruffian ! traitor ! wretch ! 
Sooner or later, the avenging angel. 
Who retribution brings, will visit thee. 

Heinhoff. [in a fury of passion* 
Once, twice, nay thrice, you have escaped my 

[grasp. 
But do not think to elude my vengeance now ; 
Listen, though dangers of the sea are o'er. 
On bootless errand did you seek this shore ; 
The tale was false the friar hath told to thee, 
Lady, behold that self same friar in me ! 

Ella, [in the deepest dejection^ 
What thou ? alas ! It cannot be, what thou ? 
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Heinhoff. 
\whUe a grim smile passes aver his features.'] 
E'en 80 1 thy pilgrimage is useless now I 

Ella. 
\raising her eyes with a joyful expression.'] 
My faith is not in your deceitful word, 
I trust in him whose voice we both have heard ; 
Ah ! dare I to Lord HeinhoflTs mind recall 
That fearful night ? 

Heinhoff. [shuddering. 

Ah no ! beneath the pall 
Of everlasting silence let it sleep ! 

Ella. 
Nay, Heaven is high, Lord Heinhoff, hell is deep, 
And from its depths, the spectres of the past. 
When conscience wakes, round us their shadows cast. 
Their fearful shadows, when our evil heart, 
Li deeds we tremble to recall — had part : 
Each reminiscence, clothed in shadowy gloom, 
Riseth like awful phantom from the tomb. 
To scare us in the secret time of night. 
While yet we shuddering see the dawn of light ; 
Is not this hell on earth ? Lord Heinhoff, say ? 
Through whose dark depths no angel finds his way, 
Hardened in heart we kneel — but cannot pray ; 

[shedding bitter tears. 
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Oh ! my Lord HeinhofF — conscience seared like 

thine, 
Can scarce be moved by these weak words of mine ; 
Else unto thee, I'd cease not to repeat 
That death is certain, and that time is fleet, 
I'd call to mind the youth thy murderous hand 
A victim made, — e'en here — in Holy Land ; 
Oh coward wretch ! at midnight on thine ear, 
His voice will sound, his spectral form appear, 
E'en as in death's cold solemn trance he lay, 
When first the spirit parted from the clay ; 
Thy spotless victim — consecrate for me. 
And a dread spectre ever more for thee ! [a pame. 

The voice you heard. Lord Heinhoff, that same 

night. 
When, waked by conscience — the dead, rose to sight, 
To me hath spoken in the self-same hour, 
And said to release my father — I had power, 
From dark imprisonment, or chance from death ; 
Would, o'er thy fevered soul, one cooling breath, 
Wafting refreshment, pardon, on its way 
From Eden's blessed garden, e'er might stray. 

Heinhoff, [ahvddering. 

Oh ! whisper not of that dread night to me. 

Ella. 

Ah ! evermore I'd call it back to thee ! 
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Nor till redeemed thy soul from sin's dire curse, 
Would cease its fearful terrors to rehearse ! 
Thou hast said, nay sworn, that thou hast love for me, 
Such words appear like solemn mockery 
Before high heaven, — 

Strip off the dress you wear, 
And before Grod, your guilty bosom bare. 
Pray that your sin at last may pardoned be ; 
Like whited wall that covereth infamy, 
Thy dress hath saintly shew — thy godless heart, 
Hath in pure righteousness and love, no part ; — 
I, a weak woman — ^in a stranger land, 
Bid thee. Lord Heinhoff, bow to Heaven's command ; 
Ere yet doth ring for thee, of time, the knell, 
I'd save thy soul from everlasting hell ; 
From out thy heart — I'd pluck each murderous 

thought, 
With which, oh wretched man I 'tis deeply fraught ; 
Oh could' st thou see thyself in thy true light. 
In terror thou would'st seek the shades of night. 
Repentant ashes strew upon thy head. 
And scalding tears of true repentance shed ! 

Heinhoff. 
[kneeling doton with his face on the ground,'] 

Oh Lady — save me from this fearful hell ! 
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Ella. 

These words Lord Heinhoff must remember well ; 
What once he said to me, to him I say, 
" Kneel down, while yet is time, kneel down and 

pray;" 
Find out the Lord, while yet he may be found. 
For him who prays, each place is holy ground, 
And ever more, for the lost straying sheep. 
The Father seeks, and angel-spirits weep ; 
Oh ! quiet not the pain that gnaws thy heart. 
Quench not the fire — it plays a blessed part 1 
The present anguish, wnich, than death is worse, 
May save thy soul from everlasting curse. 

Heinhoff. 

Oh for one blessed angel of the light. 
To bring me comfort through the shades of night ! 

Ella. 

E'en here, where now we stand, the Son of Grod, 
Meek Lamb — -who died to save our souls — ^hath trod, 
He died for all men — ^and he points the way, 
Through darkest night, to everlasting day ! 

Heinhoff. 

Oh God in Heaven be merciful to me ! 
Oh Lady Ella — I have lived for thee ! 

Ella. 

Thou fearful man ! by passion swayed alone ! 
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Bend, bend thee down before the Eternal throne, 
Cast off whatever binds thee to the dust. 
In Heaven be now, for evermore, thy trust ! 
[IJlla approaches near to Lord Heinhoff^ and speaks in a 

pleading tone."] 
Oh say the dress you wear, shall symbol be 
Of penitence and meek humility ! 
Henceforth, worn never as a vain disguise 
Thy true self to conceal from strangers' eyes. 
But shadowing forth the deep truth in thy heart, 
That in deceitful joys thou hast no part 1 
That thou art pilgrim to the blessed shore. 
Where earth's temptations shall assail no more ; 
Still ever seeking from the foe within. 
To be set free, and pardoning grace to win ; 
True soldier of the cross I Arise, new bom. 
And what hath once allured thee, proudly scorn ! 

[apause. 
Dost thou desire thy memory to be 
A fearful dire remembrance to me 
Of ruffian deeds, vile treachery and wrong. 
Of weakness, captive prisoner led along. 
Of innocence, assailed and left to die 
On the cold ground, no pitying angel nigh, 
To tend what little life might yet remain ? 
If this thou dost desire, my hope is vain ! 
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Heinhoff. 

Oh Lady Ella, spare such dreadful word ! 

ElU. 

Nay, would each syllable that thou hast heard, 
Might find its way into thine inner heart. 

Heinhoff. \gasping. 

There, like a two-edged sword, or well-barbed dart. 
Thy cruel speech hath entered — God in Heaven, 
Oh be to me thy pardoning mercy given ! 
Oh take from me this fearful weight of sin, 
That I at last may hope of pardon win; 
A wretched man am I in truth and deed. 
And from my former self I would be freed. 

ElU. 

Heinhoff ! no prayer ascends to Heaven in vain. 
But, like the blessed rain, descends again, 
^Vnd brings celestial blessings in its train. 
Here part we, sir — ^henceforth my thought of thee 
As of a man long bound in chains will be. 
But who will strive himself at length to free 
From sinful bonds — and gain the heights divine. 
Where glorious stars of heavenly radiance shine. 

Heinhoff. [still kneeling. 

One cup of water, — Lady Ella — say 
Thou wilt thyself, at Heaven's gate kneel to pray 
That my accursed soul, from pit of hell 
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May be one day redeemed — and so— farewell ; 
Thy prayer at gate celestial would be heard, 
Oh Lady Ella, speak — one sign — one word. 

Ella. [departing. 

Trust me, Lord HeinhoflP, I will pray for thee. 
Yet ah ! forget not thou^ to bend the knee. 

Heinhoff. 
Hast thou no token. Lady, say, for me. 
That may my soul save in extremity ? 
Or in despair recall this fleeting hour. 
To free me from the guileful tempter's power ? 

Ella, 
[taking off a chain timt hung round her neck.'] 
Here is an amulet myself have worn. 
The Saviour, to save sinners who was bom ; 
A small medallion of the suflfering man. 
Who, through his own great grief, fulfilled the 
everlasting plan I 

[giving the medallion to Heinhjof. 
Take it. Lord Heinhoff, and God give his grace, 
That former sins repentance may efface. 

Heinhoff. 
[kneeling and receiving the amulet^ 
Oh Lady, I shall wear it next my heart. 
And with this amulet alone shall part. 
When death divides the spirit from the clay. 
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Ma. 
'Tis meet^ Lord HeinhoflF — ^that we farewell say. 

[a crowd gradually collects. 
Voices. 
The prisoners arrive. 

Officer. 

Make way, make way. 
[prisoners conducted hy their guards gradually advance.'] 

Ella. [to an officer. 

Can you explain wherefore this crowd coUecteth ? 

Officer. 
Prisoners for whom no ransom hath been found, 
Sentence of death, fair minstrel — ^now await ; 
They are conducted to the outer gate, 
The hour of sun-set, is their hour of fate. 
The noble lord will be the first to die. 
Who walks with head erect, and bearing high. 

Ella, 
[watching with interest the advance of the procession.] 
Where is the lord you spoke of? tell me where? 
My heart throbs wildly ! Grant he be not there I 

[giving a loud shriek. 
My father I oh my father ! it is he ! 
Oh Grod ! thine arm sustaining cast round me ! 
That in this dread emergence I may seek 
Thy power to aid, when arm of flesh is weak I 
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[tuminff to an officer. 
This instant lead me to the sultan's tent. 

Officer. 
Young minstrel, thou, I pray ? with what intent ? 
But few, I wis, admittance there can gain. 
If such thy hope, I fear me, it is vain ; 
Hast thou a song with which to please his ear ? 

Ulla, [producing the Talisman. 
Upon this stone his signet doth appear. 
The characters are evident and clear. 

Officer, [examining the Talisman. 
More light I more light ! oh ! thou dost speak 

[the truth,. 
Engraved I see the characters, fair youth ; 
Some song of thrilUng interest prepare, 
And thou shalt tune thy lay for him I swear. 
When nightfall's shade around his tent is cast ; 
The sweetest song shall be for him, the last. 

Ella, [with passionate eagerness^ 
Lead me e'en nour there, or 'twill be too late. 
To avert from my loved sire the stroke of fate. 

{kneeling doum and continuing in imploring accents.^ 
Oh, on my bended knee, to thee I pray. 
Conduct me to him, sir, and lead the way. 

Oficer. 
Minstrel, but few there be who dare intrude 
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Unsummoned, to disturb his solitude. 
[^The band that accompanies the procession^ plays a fu- 
neral march as it advances^ and amongst the prisoners 
Ella discovers Ernest.'] 

Ella. \j>assionately. 

Oh ! lead me to the Sultan's tent, I pray. 

Officer. 
I scarce know what you wish, yet come this way ; 
My heart is cold, yet tears from eyes like thine, 
Not less will make salt drops rush into mine. 

[eadt Officer conducting Ella. 
Heinhoff. [to an officer. 

Oh tell me, may these prisoners ransomed be ? 

Officer. 
No, not with prayers — ^yet what is that to thee ? 

Heinhoff. • 
Would gold them ransom ? speak and answer me ! 

Officer. 
No, life for life, alone will set them free. 

Heinhoff. 
[clasping his hands with energy.'] 
Oh Lord in Heaven, grant me thy sovereign power, 
Be thou my trust, my helper, in this hour ! 

[exit Heinhoff. 
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SCENE IZ. 

The terii of the Sultan Saladin* 

Saladin and OFnciRS. 

Guards and Attbndaiitb. 



Sultan. 
The hour grows late, and of dark night the pidl^ 
Like shadowy mantle, soon o'er earth will fall ; 
Not yet methinks, hath tolled the signal bell^ 
That doth to all the hour of sunset tell ; 
The hour decided for our prisoners fate, 
When death, averted long, will them await ? 

Oficer. 
Not yet, dread sire, two minutes still, the ray 
Of light will cheer us ere it pass away. 

Sidtan. 
Men of some mark this hour their doom receive,. 
Lon^ have I waited, for my heart doth grieve. 
For noble foe, there should be no reprieve, 
I named a ransom, and yet, none arrives ; 
I, by my sole power, still might spare their lives, 
Them ransomless unto their home restore. 
Yet then, this lingering war would ne'er be o'er. 
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[there is same disturbance at the door of the tent.^ 
Hearken ! who are these visitants, who dare 
Into our presence venture, unaware 
That penalty the rash intruders wait, 
Who unannounced dare enter through our gate ? 
[Elkiy led in by an officer^ is conducted into the presence 
of the Sultan^ and kneels down at his feetJ] 
[the Guards endeavour to force Ella away.'] 

Saladin. [to the guards. 

Touch not the beauteous minstrel at your peril, 

[to Ella. 
I pray thee, speak, who art thou ? what thy mission ? 
The ear of Saladin is open ever. 
To hear of loyal spirit the petition. 

Ella. 
[in a voice almost overcome with emotion. 
Oh gracious Sultan, speak, ere 'tis too late, 
From my loved sire to avert the stroke of fate 1 
My Father is Count Freedman, I, his child. 
O'er mountain pathway, and d'er desert wild, 
Have traversed many a day thy court to gain, 
Oh tell me my petition is not vain ! 
For his life I entreat, and even now. 
They lead him on, unto the dark hill's brow. 
Where, when descends the sun's red gleam of fire, 
He, with the other prisoners, will expire. 

{as Ella concludes^ the appointed signal is heard.^ 
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Saladin. 

Alas I the tolling bell too plainly saith, 
Our prisoners change, e'en now, their life for death I 
Too late, to save his life, thy prayer may be. 
Thy sire hath yielded unto fate's decree ; 
The first in rank, he was the first to die ; 
I honoured him, although mine enemy : 
Alas I hadst thou, young wanderer, knelt to me. 
Ere this, one brief hour, Freedman had been free I 
I had rejoiced such worthy foe to spare, 
Weep not, he doth a crown immortal wear I 

Ulla> \fainting. 

Would, Father dear, that I had died for thee. 
Great is this grief I — ^too great — ^alas for me 1 

Saladin, [to his Officers. 

Alas I poor maiden — praise her from the ground. 
Give her what comfort yet there may be found. 

[descending from his throne . 
Go seek restoratives, that may at length, 
Revive her spirit, and restore her strength ! 
[As the Officers bear Ella to a couch^ the Talisman drops 
from her vest upon the ground^ where Saladin discovers it,'\ 

Saladin [holding up the Talisman. 

What beauteous gem is this ? A crescent stone I 
I know it well, or surely I have known ; 
A dim remembrance floats within my brain. 
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Perchance the eflfort may not be in vmn 

Some fleeting reminifloenee to restere, 

Of past events that time ha^ shadowed o'er. 

[musinff. 
Ah I ah I I do remember — from my hand, 
'Twas given to one, who, stranger in our land. 
Once, in my garden, on a sunny day. 
My child hath saved from harmful snake, that lay 
Within the grass coiled up, in ambush near ; 
Allah ! how came the beauteous crescent here ? 

Ulla. 
[ suddenly recoverinffy rises with an abstracted air.^ 
To me that precious Talisman is dear. 
Within my vest I've borne it day and night. 
And still have feared to lose it from my sight ; 
'Twas worth a life. Oh Sultan, in good sooth. 

Saladin. 
Who gave it to thee, lady ? 

nia. 

A brave youth. 
And it had been presented unto him , 
By the great Sultan. 

[pressing her hand to her brow* 
Ah ! my mind is dim, 
Yet wait awhile— within my brain, once more. 
May time the broken link of thought restore. 



THE TALISMAN. 155 

Saladin. [hurriedly. 

The youth who gave it unto thee, may be 
A prisoner, and this stone will set him free ? 

Ella. 
Ah I thou hast said the truth, "twais 00, indeed, 
That stone from death, or prison, him had freed ; 
Perchance even rum it might have power to save : 
Ah gracious Sultan — ^he was good and brave ! 

Saladin. [aside. 

The secret is disclosing to my mind, 
The tangled thread beginneth to unwind, 
It is the youth with Freedman doomed to death, 
The last of all was he to yield his breath ; 

\to an officer. 
Haste with the speed of lightning to the spot. 
Where the condemned have borne, or wait their lot, 
And should — by blessed chance — ^young Ernest live, 
Thus say, that Saladin reprieve doth give. 
Fly, fly, he was Count Freedman's youthful page. 

Officer. 
I know him well, he was of tender age. 

[eodt Officer. 
Ella. Vcneeling. 

Oh you will save him, by your promise given ! 
In every land and country under Heaven, 
A promise is esteemed a sacred thing. 
Made by a subject. Sultan, or a king. 
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Saladin. 

Truth do you speak^ fair maiden^ and by me^ 
Who follower of our gracious Prophet be, 
Are promises once made, as sacred kept, 
Although each vow in memory long 4iad slept, 
Well nigh forgotten, — ^the brave youth shall live^ 
This promise, maiden, sacredly I give. 

Mia. 

Oh generous Sultan, I remain your debtor. 

[distraught in mind. 
My father lingereth still in chain and fetter. 
Will you not loose them ? On my knee I pray, 
That he from prison may be led away ; 
Old is he now, his dark hair tumeth grey : 
On foot I've wandered o'er the desert plain. 
To seek his freedom, shall I plead in vain ? 
O'er hill and valley and the treacherous sea, 
I've sought my father from his bonds to free j 
Ah I for his ransom, me, a Friar hath told. 
The Sultan claimed one thousand marks in gold ; 
We had no gold within our colBfers left. 
Of well nigh every mark were we bereft, 
So have I come to plead on bended knee. 
The gracious Sultan would my father free j 
Alas, this boon he doth refuse to me ! 
My recollection is but faint and dim, 
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Nay, nay, they cannot, dare not, murder him ; 
So loving was he, and so good, so true, 
E'en for the vilest thing, he pity knew, 
Ah ! shall I ne'er see him in life again ! 
Have mercy, gracious Sultan, break his chain ! 

Saladin. [aside. 

Alas ! poor maid ! her mind is gone astray. 

[to Ella. 
Sing a sweet strain for me, I entreat, I pray ; 

[he searches for her lute^ and puts it into her handJ] 
Here is your lute, perchemce its charmed string, 
May consolation to your spirit bring. 

[JSlla rises and takes her lute in hand.'] 

Ella's song. 
Say, hear'st thou o'er the waters, 
From far, that tolling bell ? 
Ah listen not, the prisoner's death, 
Alas I it doth foretell ! 
Another short and winged hour. 
And he will pass away. 
Nor springing flower shall grace the sod. 
That covereth o'er his clay ! 
And no kind tears of lover, firiend. 
O'er him shall e'er be shed. 
Nor pious orison arise 
As requiem o'er the dead ! 
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His own beloved home lies far 
Away across the sea, 

And there, in eyes once bright, will tears 
Of lamentation be ! 
Say, hear'st thou o'er the waters. 
From far, the tolling bell ? 
Oh listen not, the prisoner's death, 
Alas ! it doth foretell ! 
[As Ellas song concludes^ the officer sent by Saladin re- 
turns J leading in Lord Freedman and Ernest.'] 

Saladin. [aside. 

Oh Heaven be praised ! can this be truth indeed ! 

The Coimt, and Ernest — both from death are fireed? 

Ella, lin rapturous amazement. 
Ah say ! Wliom see I here ? Ye Powers above 1 
Celestial angels bright, Oh Grod of love I 
My father ! Oh my father ! Is it thou ? 
The light of life encircling thy brow ! 

\rushing to Freedman and embracing him."] 
Is it thyself? Oh say it is no dream ? 
That all things are what now to me they seem ! 

Freedman. [after a pause. 

Oh daughter Ella ! Oh my darling child ! 
Angel of comfort ever rightly styled. 

Ella. 
Oh father dear, how came this sudden change ! 



THE TAUSMAN. 169 

It is too wonderful, too sudden, strange, 
Is it thyself from death and bondage free ? 

Preedman. 

Myself alone, dear Ella, speaks to thee. 
From death redeemed in dire emergency, 
By a strange Friar — who gave his life for mine. 

Ella. 

Oh wondrous love ! oh miracle divine ! 
Who was he, father ? Hath he nothing said. 
To reveal what secret reason him hath led 
And prompted, such ignoble death to meet ? 
Oh tell his name I and I will it repeat 
In daily orison, in nightly prayer, 
Oh tell me father ! what name he might bear ? 

Dreedman. [holding up an amulet. 

I know it not — ^he took from golden chain, 

This amulet, and said, 'twould all explain. 

If I would place it, child, within thy hand. 

Ere we departed from the Holy Land. 

Ella. 

Itakinff the amulet from her father. 
Oh father, this doth make the revelation 

I longed to hear. Oh wondrous consummation ! 

Oh blessed sacrifice — this noble deed. 

From ignominious life his soul hath freed ! 

He passeth unto Heaven, redeemed by death. 

For thee. Lord Heinhoff yielded up his breath ! . 
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Freedman. 

Lord HeinhoflF — Ella — have I rightly heard ? 

Ella. 

Ay, father dear — true was my spoken word, 
'Twere long to tell — ^in future hour shalt thou 
Learn what can scarce to thee be whispered now. 

Saladin. 
[who has been some time apart with Ernest j comes forward^ 
and taking the hand of Ella^ places it in that of her 
father.'] 

Oh blessed father of a duteous child ! 
Father and daughter are ye rightly styled ; 
Worthy the one^ to be the others kin. 
And friend and foe of Sultan Saladin. 
The arm of one^ was strong 'gainst him in fight ; 
The other J through example, taught him right. 
Taught him to hallow self-forgetting love, 
And truth and duty, other gifts above. 
Father, receive a daughter from my hand. 
Daughter, I yield thee to a sire's command ; 

{turning to Ernest. 
Thou too, whose step is firm, whose eye is bright, 
May added years still shed increase of light 
Around thy pathway : once to thee I gave 
A gift, meet recompense for action brave, 
A jewelled Talisman, that at the last, 
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Hath brought thee life, when other hope was past ; 
Brought earthly life, [letting his hand on Mia. 

A Talisman more pure^ 
Will bring thee life that ever shall endure ; 
Yet of this gift divine, a Father's hand, 
Alone is dowered with absolute command, 
And well I wot, the donor he will be 
Of this fair priceless Talisman to thee I 
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